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PREFACE. 


WH  E  N  I  undertook  to  write  a  comedy, 
I  confefs  1  was  ftrongly  prepoffelTed  in 
favourof  the  poets  of  the  laft  age,  and  ftrove  to 
imitate  them.    The  term,  genteel  comedy ^  was 
then  unknown  amongft  us,  and  Httle  more  was 
defired  by  an  audience,  than  nature  and  humour, 
in  whatever  walks  of  life  they  were  moft  con- 
fpicuous.    The  author  of  the  following  fcenes 
never  imagined  that  more  would  be  expedted 
of  him,  and  therefore  to  delineate  chara6ter 
has  been  his  principal  aim.    Thofe  who  know 
any  thing  of  compofition,  are  fenfible,  that  in 
purfuing  humour,  it  will  fometimes  lead  us 
into  the  recelTes  of  the  mean^   I  was  even 
tempted  to  look  for  it  in  the  mafter  of  a 
fpunging-houfe  :  but  in  deference  to  the  public 
tafte,  grown  of  late,  perhaps,  too  delicate ; 
the  fcene  of  the  bailiffs  was   retrenched  in 
the  reprefentation.    In  deference  alfo  to  the 
judgment  of  a  few  friends,  who  think  in  a  par- 
ticular way,  the  fcene  is  here  reftored.  The 
author  fubmits  it  to  the  reader  in  his  clofet  ; 
and  hopes  that    too  much  refinement  will 
not  bauifli  humour  and  character  from  our's, 
as  it  has  already  done  from  the  French  theatre. 
Indeed  the  French  comedy  is  now  become  fo 
very  elevated  and  fentimental,  tliat  it  has  not 
only  baniflied  humour  and  Moliere  from  the 
ftage,  but  it  has  banifhed  all  fpedators  too. 

Upon 
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Upon  the  whole,  the  author  returns  his 
thanks  to  the  public  for  the  favourable  reception 
which  the  Good  Natur'd  Man  has  met  with  : 
and  to  Mr.  Colmanin  particular,  for  his  k^ndnefs 
to  it.  It  may  not  alfo  be  improper  to  affure  any, 
who  (hall  hereafter  write  for  the  theatre,  that 
merit,  or  fuppofed  merit,  will  ever  be  a  fufficient 
palTport  to  his  protection. 


PROLOGUE 


WRITTEN  BY 

Dr.  JOHNSON: 

SPOKEN  BY 

Mr.     B    E    N   S   L    E  Y. 

PRE  ST  by  the  load  of  life,  the  weary  mind 
Surveys  the  general  toil  of  human  kind  ; 
With  cool  fubmilTion  joins  the  labouring  train, 
And  Ibcial  forrow,  lofes  half  it's  pain  : 
Our  anxious  Bard,  without  complaint,  may  (hare 
This  buftling  feafon's  epidemic  care. 
Like  Casfar's  pilot,  dignifi'd  by  fate. 
Toft  in  one  common  ftorm  with  all  the  great  ; 
Diftreft  alike,  the  ftatefman  and  the  wir. 
When  one  a  borough  courts,  and  one  the  pit. 
The  bufy  candidates  for  power  and  fame, 
Have  hopes,  and  fears,  and  wifhes,'  juft  the  fame; 
Difabled  both  to  combat,  or  to  fly, 
Muft  hear  all  taunts,  andhear  without  reply. 
Uncheck'd  on  both,  loud  rabbles  vent  their  rage. 
As  mongrels  bay  the  lion  in  a  cage. 
Th'  offended  burgefs  hoards  his  angry  tale. 
For  that  bleft  year  when  ail  that  vote  may  rail ; 
Their  fchemes  of  fpite  the  poet's  foes  difmifs. 
Till  that  glad  night,  when  all  that  hate  may  hifs. 
This  day  the  powder'd  curls  and  golden  coat, 
Says  fwelling  Crifpin,  begg'd  a  cobler's  vote. 
This  night,  our  wit,  the  pert  apprentice  cries. 
Lies  at  my  feet,  1  hifs  him,  and  he  dies. 
The  great,  'tis  true,  can  charm  th'  eleding  tribe 
The  bard  may  fupplicate,  but  cannot  bribe. 
Yet  judg'd  by  thofe,  whofe  voices  ne'er  were  fold. 
He  feels  no  want  of  ill  perfuading  gold  i 
But  confident  of  praifc,  if  praife  be  due, 
Trufts  without  fear,  to  merit,  and  to  you. 
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A  C  T  T  H  E  F  I  R  S  T. 

Scene,  ^^n  Jpartment  in  Young  Honey- 
wood's  Houfe, 

Enter  Sir  William  Honeywood,  Jarvis. 

Sir  WilLf^.  OOD  Jarvis,  make  no  apologies  for  this 
Vjr  honeft  bluntnefs.  Fidelity,  like  yours, 
is  the  beft  excufe  for  every  freedom. 

Jarvis,  I  can't  help  being  blunt,  and  being  very  an- 
gry too,  when  I  hear  you  talk  of  difinheriting  fo  good, 
fo  worthy  a  young  gentleman  as  your  nephew,  my 
mailer.  All  the  world  loves  him. 

Sir  IVilL  Say  rather,  that  he  loves  all  the  world  ; 
that  is  his  fault. 

Jarvis.  I'm  fure  there  is  no  part  of  it  more  dear  to 
him  than  you  are,  tho'  he  has  not  feen  you  fince  lie 
was  a  child. 

Sir  Will.  What  fignifies  his  affe6lion  to  me,  or  how 
can  I  be  proud  of  a  place  in  a  heart  where  every 
lliarper  and  coxcomb  Hnd  an  eafy  entrance  ? 

Jarvis.  1  grant  you  that  he's  rather  too  good  natur'd ; 
that  he's  too  much  every  man's  man  ;  that  he  laughs 
this  minute  with  one,  and  cries  the  next  with  an- 
other \  but  whofe  inftruftions  may  he  thank  for  all 
this  ? 

Sir  Will.  Not  mine,  fure?  My  letters  to  him  during 
my  employment  in  Italy,  taught  him  only  that  phi.- 
iofophy  which  might  prevent,  pot  defend  his  errors. 
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Jarvis,  Faith,  begging  your  honour's  pardon,  I'm 
forry  they  taught  him  any  philofophy  at  all;  it  has 
only  lerv'd  to  fpoil  him.  This  fame  philofophy  is  a 
good  horfe  in  the  ftable,  but  an  errant  jade  on  a  jour- 
ney, t  or  my  own  part,  whenever  I  hear  him  men- 
tion the  aame  on't,  Fm  always  fure  he's  going  to 
play  the  fool. 

ibh  Will  Don't  let  us  afcribe  his  faults  to  his  philo- 
fophy, I  entreat  you.  No,  Jarvis,  his  good  nature 
arifes  rather  from  his  fears  of  offending  the  importu- 
nate, than  his  delire  of  making  the  delerving  happy. 

Jarvis,  What  ic  dfes  from,  I  don't  know.  But,  to 
be  fare,  every  body  has  it,  that  afl<s  it. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  or  that  does  not  afk  it*  I  have  been 
now  for  fome  time  a  concealed  fpeclatorof  his  follies, 
and  find  them  as  boundlefs  as  his  difiipation. 

Jarvis.  And  yet,  faith,  he  has  fome  fine  name  or 
other  for  them  all.  He  calls  his  extravagance,  gene- 
rofity  and  his  trufting  every  body,  univerfal  bene- 
volence. It  was  but  laft  week  he  went  fecurity  for  ^ 
fellow  whofe  face  he  icarce  knew,*  and  that  he  call'd 
an  aft  of  exalted  mu — mu— munificence  \  ay,  that; 
was  the  name  he  gave  it. 

Sir  Will.  And  upon  that  I  proceed,  as  my  laft  effort^ 
tho'  with  very  little  hopes  to  reclaim  him.  That 
very  fellow  has  jufc  abfconded,  and  I  have  taken  up 
the  fecurity.  Now,  my  intention  is  to  involve  him 
in  fictitious  diftrefs,  before  he  has  plunged  himfelf 
into  real  calamity.  To  arreft  him  for  that  very  debt, 
to  clap  an  officer  upon  him,  and  then  let  him  fee 
which  of  his  friends  will  come  to  his  relief. 

Jarvis.  Well,  if  I  could  but  any  v/ay  fee  him  tho- 
roughly vexed,  every  groan  of  his  would  be  mufic  to  ' 
me  yet  faith,  I  believe  it  impoiTtble.  I  have  tried 
to  fret  him  myfelf  every  morning  thefe  ti;iree  years  ; 
but,  inilead  of  being  angry,  he  fits  as  calmly  to  hear 
me  fcoid,  as  he  does  to  his  halr-drefier. 

Sir  Will,  W^e  mufb  try  him  once  more,  however, 
and  I'll  go  this  inftant  to  put  m,y  fcheme  into  execu- 
tion 5  and  I  don't  defpair  of  fucceeding,  as,  'by  your 

means, 
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means,  I  can  have  frequent  opportunities  of  being 
.    abovlt  him,  without  being  known.    What  a  pity  it 
is,  Jarvis,  that  any  man's  good  will  to  others  fliould 
produce  fo  much  negle6t  of  himfelf,  as  to  require 
correction.    Yet,  we  muft  touch  his  weaknefifes  with 
a  delicate  hand.    There  are  fome  faults  fo  nearly  al- 
lied to  excellence,  that  we  can  fcarce  weed  out  the 
vice  without  eradicating  the  virtue.  \^Exit, 
Jarvis.  Well,  go  thy  ways.  Sir  William  Honey wocxi. 
It  is  not  without  reafon  that  the  world  allows  thee  to 
be  the  beft  of  men.    But  here  comes  his  hopeful 
nephew  i  the  ftrange  good  natur'd,  foolifh,  open 
hearted — And  yet,  all  his  faults  are  fuch  that  one 
,   loves  him  ftill  the  better  for  them. 

Enter  Honeywoc)D. 

Honeyw,  Well,  Jarvis,  what  meflag^s  from  my 
friends  this  morning  } 

Jarvis,  You  have  no  friends. 

Honeyw.  Well ;  from  my  acquaintance  then  ? 

yarvis,  {Pulling  out  hills)  A  few  of  our  ufual  cards 
of  compliment,  that's  all.  This  bill  from  your  taylorj 
this  from  your  mercer  and  this  from  the  little  broker 
in  Crooked-lane.  He  fays  he  has  been  at  a  great  deal 
of  trouble  to  get  back  the  money  you  borrowed. 

Honeyw.  That  I  don't  know  but  I'm  fure  we  were 
at  a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  getting  him  to  lend  it. 

Jarvis,  He  has  loll  all  patience. 

Honeyw,  Then  he  has  loft  a  very  good  thing. 

Jarvis,  There's  that  ten  guineas  you  were  fending 
to  the  poor  gentleman  and  his  children  in  the  fleet.  I 
believe  that  would  ftop  his  mouth  for  a  while,  at  leaft. 

Honeyw.  Ay,  Jarvis,  but  what  will  fill  their  mouths 
in  the  mean  time  ?  Muft  I  be  cruel  becaufe  he  hap- 
pens to  be  importunate  and,  to  relieve  h;:  avarice, 
leave  them  to  infupportable  diftrefs  ? 

Jarvis.  'Sdeath!  Sir,  the  queftion  now  is  how  to 
relieve  yourfelf.  Yourfclf — Hav'nt  1  reafon  to  be  oui; 
of  my  fenfes,  when  I  fee  things  going  at  fixes  and 
fevens  ? 

B  %  honeyw. 
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Hcneyiv.  Whatever  reafon  you  may  have  for  bcin^ 
out  of  your  fenfes,  I  hope  you'll  allow  that  I'm  not 
quite  unreafonable  for  continuing  in  mine. 

Jarvis.  You're  the  only  man  alive  in  your  prefent 
fituation  that  could  do  fo — Every  thing  upon  the 
wafle.  Hiere's  Mifs  Richland  and  her  fine  fortune 
gone  already,  and  upon  the  point  of  being  given  to 
your  rival. 

■Hofieyw.  I'm  no  man's  rival. 

Jarvis.  Your  uncle  in  Italy  preparing  to  difinherit 
you  your  own  fortune  almoil  fpent  ^  and  nothing 
but  preffing  creditors,  falfe  friends,  and  a  pack  of 
drunken  fervants  that  your  kindnefs  has  made  unfit 
for  any  other  family. 

Honeyw.  Then  they  have  the  more  occafion  for  being 
in  mine. 

Jarvis,  Soh  !  What  will  you  have  done  with  him 
that  I  caught  dealing  your  plate  in  the  pantry  }  In  the 
fa61: ;  I  caught  him  in  the  fact. 

Honeyw,  In  the  fafl !  If  fo,  I  really  think  that  we 
ihould  pay  him  his  wages,  and  turn  him  off. 

Jarvis.  He  fhall  be  turn'd  off  at  Tyburn,  the  dog ; 
•we'll  hang  him,  if  it  be  only  to  frighten  the  reft  of  the 
family. 

Hoficyva.  No,  Jarvis  :  it's  enough  that  we  have  loll 
what  he  has  ftolen,  let  us  not  add  to  it  the  lofs  of  a 
fellow  creature  ! 

Jarvis.  Very  fine  well,  here  was  the  footman  jufl 
row,  to  complain  of  the  butler  ;  he  fays  he  does 
moft  work,  and  ought  to  have  moft  wages. 

Honeyw.  That's  but  juft  \  tho'  perhaps  here  comes 
the  butler  to  complain  of  the  footman. 

Jarvis.  Ay,  its  the  way  with  them  all,  from  the 
fcullicn  to  the  privy-counfellor.  If  they  have  a  bad 
mafter,  they  keep  quarrelling  with  him;  if  they  have 
a  good  mafter,  they  keep  quarrelling  with  one  another. 

Enter  Butler,  drunk. 

Btalcr.  Sir,  I'll  not  ftay  in  the  family  with  Jonathan; 
you  muft  part  with  him,  or  part  with  me,  that's  the 
t>.-ex-c,xpofitioii  gf  th<»  matter^  Sir.  Honeyw^ 
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Hvneyiv.  Full  and  explicit  enough.  But  what's  his 
fault,  good  Philip  ? 

Butler,  Sir,  he's  given  to  drinking.  Sir,  and  I 
fhall  have  my  morals  corrupted,  by  keeping  fuch 
company. 

Hcneyw.  Ha !  Ha !  He  has  fuch  a  diverting  way — ^ 
Jarvis,  O  quite  amufing. 

Butler.  I  find  my  wines  a  going.  Sir  ;  and  liquors 
don't  go  without  mouths.  Sir-,  1  hate  a  drunkard,  Sir, 

Honeyw.  Well,  well,  Philip,  1  11  hear  you  upon  that 
another  time,  fo  go  to  bed  now. 

Jarvis.  To  bed  !  Let  him  go  to  the  devil. 

Butler.  Begging  your  honour's  pardon,  and  begging 
your  pardon  malter  Jarvis,  Fll  not  go  to  bed,  nor  to 
the  devil  neither.  I  have  enough  to  do  to  mind  my 
cellar.  I  forgot,  your  honour,  Mr.  Croaker  is  below, 
I  came  on  purpofe  to  tell  you. 

Honeyw.  Why  didn't  you  fhewhim  up,  blockhead  ? 

Butler.  Shew  him  up.  Sir  ?  With  all  my  heart.  Sir. 
Up  or  down,  all's  one  to  me.  {Exit, 

Jarvis.  Ay,  we  have  one  or  other  of  that  family  in 
this  houfe  from  morning  till  night.  Fie  comes  on 
tlie  old  affair  I  fuppofc.  The  match  between  his  fon, 
that's  juft  returned  from  Paris,  and  Mifs  Richland, 
the  young  lady  he's  guardian  to. 

Honeyw.  Perhaps  fo.  Mr.  Croaker,  knowing  my 
friendfliip  for  the  young  lady,  -has  got  it  into  his 
head  that  I  can  perfuade  her  to  what  1  pleafe. 

Jarvis.  Ah!  If  you  lov'd  yourfelf  but  half  as  well  as 
fhe  loves  you,  we  fhould  loon  fee  a  marriage  that 
would  fct  all  tilings  to  rights  again. 

Honeyw.  Love  me  !  Sure,  Jarvis,  you  dream.  No, 
no  •,  her  intimacy  with  me  never  amountetl  to  more 
than  friendfhip — mere  friendfliip.  That  Ihe  is  the 
moft  lovely  woman  that  ever  warm'd  the  human 
heart  with  delire,  I  own.  But  never  let  me  harbour 
a  thought  of  making  her  unhappy,  by  a  connedliou 
with  one  fo  unworthy  her  merits  as  I  am.  No,  Jarvis, 
it  lhall  be  my  ftudy  to  fcrve  her,  even  in  fpite  of  my 
wiihcs ;  and  to  fecurc  her  happincfi?,  tho'  it  deiloys 
«ijr;own..  Jc^vvis. 
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Jar'uis.  Was  ever  the  like  !  I  want  patience.  ' 

Hcneyw.  Befides,  Jarvis,  tho'  I  could  obtain  Mift 
Richland's  confent,  do  you  think  I  could  fucceex^  with 
her  guardian,  or  Mrs.Croakcr  his  wife;  who,  tho*  both 
very  fine  in  their  way,  are  yet  a  little  oppofite  in  their 
difpofitions  you  know. 

Jarvis.  Oppofite  enough,  Fleaven knows;  the  very 
reverfe  of  each  other  •,  fhe  all  laugh  and  no  joke  he 
always  complaining,  and  never  forrowful  a  fretful 
poor  foul  that  has  a  newdiftrels  for  every  hour  in  the 
four  and  twenty — 

Honeyw,  Hufh,  hufh,  he's  coming  up,  he'll  hear  you. 

Jaruis.  One  whofe  voice  is  a  pafling  bell — 

Honeyw,  Well,  well,  go,  do. 

yarvis,  A  raven  that  bodes  nothing  but  mifchief ; 
a  coffin  and  crofs  bones  a  bundle  of  rue  a  fprig 
of  deadly  night  fliade  •,  a —  (Honeywood  flopping  his 
mouth  at  laft,  pufljes  him  off. )  [^Ex:t  Jarvis. 

Honeyw.  I  muft  own  my  old  monitor  is  not  en- 
tirely wrong.  There  is  fomxthing  in  my  friend 
Croaker's^  converfation  that  quite  deprcfles  me.  His 
very  mirth  is  an  antidote  to  all  gaiety,  and  his  ap- 
pearance has  a  ftronger  effedl  on  my  fpirits  than 
an  undertaker's  fliop. — Mr.  Croaker,  this  is  fuch  a 
fatisfadlion — 

E7Jter  Croaker, 

Croaker.  A  pleafant  morning  to  Mr.  Honeywood,, 
and  many  of  them.  How  is  this  1  You  look  moft 
fhockingly  to  day  my  dear  friend.  I  hope  this 
weather  does  not  affed  your  fpirits.  To  be  fure,  if 
this  weather  continues — I  fay  nothing  —  BiiC  God 
fend  we  be  all  better  this  day  three  months. 

Hoveyw.  I  heartily  concur  in  the  wilh,  tho'  I  ovva 
not  in  your  apprehenfions. 

Croaker.  May  be  not !  Indeed  what  fignlfies  what 
■feather  we  have  in  a  country  going  to  ruin  like 
►     ours  ?  Taxes  rifing  and  trade  falling.    Money  flying 
out  of  the  kingdom  and  Jcfuits  fwarmi ng  into  it. 
I  know  an  this  time  no  lefs  than  an  hundred  and 

twenty- 
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twenty  -  fcven  Jefuits  between  Charing  -  crofs  and 
Temple-bar. 

Honeyw,  The  Jefuits  will  fcarce  pervert  you  or  mc 
I  fhould  hope. 

Croaker,  May  be  not.  Indeed  what  fignifies  whom 
they  pervert  in  a  country  that  has  fcarce  any  re-^ 
ligion  to  lofe  ?  I'm  only  afraid  for  our  wives  and 
daughters. 

Honeyw.  I  have  no  apprehenfions  for  the  ladies  I 
affure  you. 

Croaker.  May  be  not.  Indeed  what  fignifies  whe- 
ther they  be  perverted  or  no  ?  The  women  in  my 
time  were  good  for  fomething.  I  have  feen  a  lady 
dreft  from  top  to  toe  in  her  own  manufadtures 
formerly.  But  now  a-days  the  devil  a  thing  of 
their  own  manufadures  about  them,  except  their 
faces. 

Honeyw.  But,  however  thefe  faults  may  be  praflifed 
abroad,  you  don't  find  them  at  home,  either  with 
Mrs.  Croaker,  Olivia  or  Mifs  Richland. 

Croaker.  The  beft  of  them  will  never  be  canoniz'd 
for  a  faint  when  (he's  dead.  By  the  bye,  my  dear 
friend,  I  don't  find  this  match  between  Mifs  Rich^ 
land  and  my  fon  much  relifli'd,  either  by  one  fide 
or  t'other. 

Honeyw.  I  thought  otherwife. 

Croaker.  Ah,  Mr.  Honey  wood,  a  little  of  your  fine 
ferious  advice  to  the  young  lady  might  go  far :  I 
know  fhe  has  a  very  exalted  opinion  of  your  un- 
derftanding. 

Honeyw.  But  would  not  that  be  ufurping  an  Au- 
thority that  more  properly  belongs  to  yourfclf  ? 

Croaker.  My  dear  friend  you  know  but  little  of  my 
authority  at  home.  People  think,  indeed,  becauli 
they  fee  me  come  out  in  a  morning  thus,  with  a 
pleafant  face,  and  to  make  my  friends  merry,  that 
all's  well  within.  But  I  have  cares  that  would  break 
an  heart  of  Hone.  My  wife  has  fo  encroached  upon 
every  one  of  my  privileges,  that  I'm  now  no  more 
|than  a  mere  lodger  in  my  own  houfe. 

Honey  j/-^ 
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Honey w.  But  a  little  fpirit  exerted  on  yowr  fide  might 
perhaps  reflore  your  authority. 

Croaker,  No,  tho'  I  had  the  fpirit  of  a  lion !  I  do 
rouze  fometimes.  But  what  then  !  Always  hagling 
and  hagling.  A  man  is  tired  of  getting  the  better 
before  his  wife  is  tired  of  lofing  the  victory. 

Honeyw,  It's  a  melancholy  confideration  indeed,  that 
our  chief  comfcrrs  often  produce  our  greatefl:  anxie- 
ties, and  that  an  encreafe  of  our  pofleflions  is  but  aa 
inlet  to  new  difquietudes. 

Croaker.  Ah,  my  dear  friend,  thefe  were  the  very 
words  of  poor  Dick  Doleful  to  me  not  a  week  be- 
fore he  made  away  with  himfelf.  Indeed,  Mr. 
Honeywood,  I  never  fee  you  but  you  put  me  in  mind 
of  poor — Dick.  Ah  there  was  merit  negleded  for 
you  !  and  fo  true  a  friend  ;  we  lov*d  each  other  for 
thirty  years,  and  yet  he  never  aflced  me  to  lend  him 
^  fingle  farthing. 

Honeyw.  Pray  what  could  induce  him  to  commit  (b 
rafh  an  adlion  at  laft  ? 

Croaker,  I  don*t  know,  fome  people  were  malicious 
enough  to  fay  it  was  keeping  company  with  me  \ 
becaufe  we  us'd  to  meet  now  and  then  and  open  our 
hearts  to  each  other.  To  be  fure  I  lov'd  to  hear  him 
talk,  and  he  lov'd  to  hear  me  talk  poor  dear  Dick. 
He  us'd  to  fay  that  Croaker  rhim'd  to  joker;  and  fo 
we  us'd  to  laugh — Poor  Dick.    ( Going  to  cry.) 

Honeyw.  His  fate  affe6ts  me. 

Crcaker.  Ay,  he  grew  fick  of  this  miferable  life, 
where  we  do  nothing  but  eat  and  grow  hungry,  drels 
and  undrefs,  get  up  and  lie  down  ;  while  reafon,  that 
iTiould  watch  like  a  nurfe  by  our  fide,  falls  as  fad 
aflcep  as  we  do. 

•  Honeyw.  To  fay  truth,  if  wx  compare  that  part  of 
life  which  is  to  come,  by  that  which  we  have  paft, 
the  profpecfi:  is  hideous. 

Croaker,  Life  at  the  greateft  and  bed  is  but  a  froward 
child,  that  mull:  be  humour'd  and  coax'd  a  litUe  till 
it  talk  aileep,  ai;d  then  all  the  care  is  over. 

Honey-ii^, 
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Honeyw,  Very  true,  Sir,  nothing  can  exceed  the 
vanity  of  our  exiftence,  but  the  folly  of  our  purfuits. 
We  wept  when  we  came  into  the  world,  and  every 
<3ay  tells  us  why. 

Croaker.  Ah,  mydearfriend,  itisaperfe6tfatisfa6lion 
to  be  miferable  with  you.  My  ion  Leontine  fhan''t 
lofe  the  benefit  of  fuch  fine  converfation.  I'll  juft 
flep  home  fo^  him.  I  am  willing  to  fhew  him  fo 
much  ferioufnefs  in  one  fcarce  older  than  himfclf — 
And  what  if  I  bring  my  laft  letter  to  the  Gazetteer 
on  the  encreafe  and  progrefs  of  earthquakes  ?  It 
will  amufe  us  I  promife  you.  I  there  prove  how  the 
late  earthquake  is  coming  round  to  pay  us  another 
vifit  from  London  to  Lifbon,  from  Lifbon  to  the 
Canary  Iflands,  from  the  Canary  Iflands  to  Palmyra, 
from  Palmyra  to  Conftantinople,  and  fo  from  Con- 
ftantinople  back  to  London  again.  [Exit, 

Honeyw.  Poor  Croaker !  His  fituation  deferves  the 
utmoft  pity.  I  fhail  fcarce  recover  my  fpirits  thefe 
three  days.  Sure  to  live  upon  fuch  terms  is  worfe 
than  death  itfelf.  And  yet,  when  I  confider  my  own 
fituation  •,  a  broken  fortune,  an  hopekfs  palfion, 
friends  in  diilrefs  the  wifh  but  not  the  power  to  ferve 
them  (fauftng  and fighing.) 

Enter  B  u  t    e  r. 

Butler.  More  company  below.  Sir  ;  Mrs.  Croaker 
and  Mils  Richland  fhall  I  iliew  them  up  P  But 
they're  fhewrng  up  themfelves.  {Exit, 

ErJer  Mrs.  Croaker  and  Mifs  Richland. 

Mifs  Rich.  Your'e  always  in  fuch  fpirits. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  We  have  juft  come,  my  dear  Honey- 
wood,  from  the  audlion.  There  was  the  old  deaf 
dowager,  as  uiual,  bidding  like  a  fury  againll  her- 
felf.  And  then  lb  curious  in  antiques!  Herlelf 
the  ifioit  genuine  piece  of  antiquity  in  the  whole 
collcflion. 

C  Iloueyw, 
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Honeyw.  Excufe  me,  ladies,  If  feme  uneafinefs  from 
friendfbip  makes  me  unfit  to  fhaie  in  this  good  hu- 
mour :  1  know  you'll  pardon  me. 

Mrs,  Croaker,  I  vow  he  feems  as  melancholy  as  if 
he  had  taken  a  dofe  of  my  hufband  this  morning. 
Well,  if  Richland  here  can  pardon  you,  I  mull. 

Mifs  Rich.  You  would  feeni  to  infinuate,  Madam, 
that  I  have  particular  reafons  for  being  difpos'd  to 
refufe  it. 

Mrs.  Cr<?^A'fr.  Whatever  I  infinuate,  my  dear,  don't 
be  fo  ready  to  wifli  an  explanation. 

Mifs  Rich.  I  own  I  fhould  be  forry,  Mr.  Honey- 
wood's  long  friendlhip  and  mine  fhould  be  mif- 
underilood. 

Honeyw.  There's  no  anfwering  for  others  Madam. 
But  I  hope  you'll  never  find  me  prefuming  to  offer 
more  than  the  mod  delicate  friendlhip  may  readily 
allow. 

Mifs  Rich.  And  I  fiiall  be  prouder  of  fuch  a  tri- 
bute from  you  than  the  moft  paffionate  profelTions 
from  others. 

Honeyw.  My  own  fentimer t^^,  Madam:  friendlhip 
is  a  difinterefted  commerce  between  equals-,  love,  an 
abje6l  intercourfe  between  tyrants  and  flaves. 

jW/s  Rich.  And,  without  a  compliment,  I  know 
none  more  difinterefted  or  more  capable  of  friend- 
lhip than  Mr.  Honeywood. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  And  indeed  I  know  nobody  that  has 
more  friends,  at  leaft  among  the  ladies.  Mifs  Fruzz> 
Mifs  Odbody  and  Mifs  Winterbottom,  praife  him  in 
all  companies.  As  for  Mifs  Biddy  Bundle,  fhe's  his 
profcfied  admirer. 

Ali/s  Rich.  Indeed  1  an  admirer  !  I  did  not  know. 
Sir,  you  were  fuch  a  favourite  there.  But  is  fhe 
fericufly  fo  handfome  ?  Is  fhe  the  mighty  thing 
talk'dof.? 

Honeyw.  The  town.  Madam,  feldom  begins  to 
praife  a  lady's  beauty,  till  Ihe's  beginning  to  lofe 
it.  (SmiUn^.) 

Mrs,  Croaker. 
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Mrs,  Croaker,  But  ftie's  refolved  never  tolofe  it,  it 
feems.  For  as  her  natural  face  decays,  her  fkill 
improves  in  making  the  artificial  one.  Well,  no- 
thino-  diverts  me  more  than  one  of  thcfe  fine  old 
dreffy  things,  who  thinks  to  conceal  her  age,  by 
every  where  expofing  her  perfon  ;  flicking  herfelf 
np  in  the  front  of  a  fide  -  box  trailing  thro'  a 
minuet  at  Almack's  and  then,  in  the  public  gar- 
dens ;  looking  for  all  the  world  like  one  of  the 
painted  ruins  of  the  place. 

Honeyiv,  Every  age  has  its  admirers,  ladies.  While 
you,  perhaps,  are  trading  amopg  the  warmer  climates 
of  youth ;  there  ought  to  be  fome  to  carry  on 
an  ufeful  commerce  in  the  frozen  latitudes  be- 
yond fifty. 

Mifs  Rich.  But  then  the  mortifications  they  muft 
~   fuffer  before  they  can  be  fitted  out  for  trafiic, 
I  have  feen  one  of  them  fret  an  whole  morning 
at  her  hair  -  drefTer,   when  all  the  fault  was  her 
face. 

Noncyw,  And  yet  I'll  engage  has  carried  that 
face  at  laft  to  a  verv  eood  market.  This  sood  na- 
tur'd  town,  Madam,  has  hufbands,  like  fpcflacles,  to 
fit  every  age,  from  fifteen  to  fourlcore. 

Mrs.  Crcaker,  Well,  you're  a  dear  good-natur'd 
creature.  But  you  know  you're  engaged  with  us 
this  morning  upon  a  fcroling  party.  I  want  to  fiiew 
Olivia  the  town,  and  the  things  j  I  believe  I  lhall 
have  bufinefs  for  you  for  the  whole  day. 

Iloneyw,  I  am  lorry.  Madam,  I  have  an  appoint- 
ment with  Mr.  Croaker,  which  it  is  impollible  to 
put  ofi\ 

Mrs.  Croaker.  What !  with  my  hufbanvi  1  Then 
I'm  refolved  to  take  no  refufal.  Nay,  I  protelt 
you  muft.  You  know  I  never  laugh  lo  much  as 
with  you 

Honeyiv.  Why,  if  I  muft,  I  muft.  I'll  fwearyou 
have  put  me  into  fuch  fpirits.  Well,  do  you  find 
jeft,  and  I'll  find  laugh,  I  promife  .you.  Wc'U  wait 
for  the  chariot  in  the  next  ruom.  ^  Exeun:. 

C  a  En/er 
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E7iter  Leontine  and  Olivia. 

Leont,  There  they  go,  thoiightlefs  and  happy; 
My  deareft  Olivia,  what  would  I  give  to  fee  you 
capable  of  (haring  in  their  amufements,  and  as  chear- 
ful  as  they  are. 

Olivia.  How,  my  Leontine,  how  can  I  be  chcarful, 
when  I  have  fo  many  terrors  to  opprefs  me  ?  The 
fear  of  being  dete(5led  by  this  family,  and  the  ap- 
prehenfions  of  a  cenfuring  world,  when  I  muft  be 
dcte6led — 

Leont.  The  world  f  my  love,  what  can  it  fay? 
At  worft  it  can  only  fay  that,  being  com.pelled  by  a 
mercenary  guardian  to  embrace  a  life  you  difliked, 
you  formed  a  refolution  of  flying  with  the  man  of 
your  choice  *,  that  you  confided  in  his  honour,  and 
took  refuge  in  this  houfe  ;  the  only  one  where  your's 
could  remain  without  cenfure. 

Olivia.  But  confider,  Leontine,  your  difobedience 
and  my  indifcretion  :  your  being  fent  to  France  to 
bring  home  a  filler ;  and,  inftead  of  a  fifrer,  bringing 
home  

LeorJ.  One  dearer  than  a  thoufand  fifters.  One 
that  I  am  ccnvinc'd  will  be  equally  dear,  to  the  reft 
of  the  family,  when  fne  comes  to  be  known. 

Olivia.  And  that,  I  fear,  will  fh only  be. 

Leo?7L  ImpofTible,  'till  we  ourfelvcs  think  proper 
to  make  the  dilcovery.  My  fificr,  you  know,  has 
been  v/ith  her  aunt,  at  Lyons,  fmce  fne  was  a. 
child,  and  you  find  every  creature  in  the  family  takes 
vou  for  her. 

Olivia.  But  may'nt  flie  write,  may'nt  her  aunt 
write  ? 

LeojiL  Her  aunt  fcarce  ever  writes,  and  all  m.y 
filter's  letters  are  directed  to  me. 

Olivia.  But  won't  your  refufing  Mifs  Pvichland,  for 
whom  you  know  the  old  gentleman  intends  you, 
-  create  a  fui'picion. 

Leont.  There,  t'lcre's  my  rftafter-ftroke.  I  have 
rcfoivcd  net  to  rrfufe  her     nay,  an  hour  hence  I 

have 
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fravc  confented  to  go  with  my  father,  to  make  her  aa 
offer  of  my  heart  and  fortune. 

Olivia.  Your  heart  and  fortune  ! 

Leont.  Don't  be  alarm'd,  my  deareft.  Can  Olivui 
think  fo  meanly  of  my  honour,  or  my  love.,  as  to 
fuppofe  I  could  ever  hope  for  happinefs  from  any 
but  her  ?  No,  my  Olivia,  neither  the  force,  nor, 
permit  me  t6t  add,  the  delicacy  of  my  pafTion,  leave 
any  room  to  fufpe6l  me.  I  only  offer  Mil's  Richland 
an  heart,  I  am  convinc'd  (he  will  refufe  5  as  I  am 
confident,  that,  without  knowing  it,  her  affections  are 
fixed  upon  Mr.  Honey  wood. 

Olivia,  Mr,  Honey  wood  !  Youll  excufe  my  appre- 
henfions  but  when  your  merits  come  to  be  put.  io 
the  ballance — 

,  Leont,  You  view  them  with  too  much  partiality. 
However,  by  making  this  offer,  I  fhew  a  Teeming 
compliance  with  my  father's  commands  and  perhaps^ 
upon  her  refufal,  I  may  have  his  conlent  to  chufe  for 
myfelf. 

Olivia.  Well,  I  fubmiu  And  yet,  my  Leontine, 
I  own,  I  fhall  envy  her,  even  your  pretended  ad- 
dreffes.  I  confider  every  look,  every  exprefllon  of 
your  efteem,  as  due  only  to  me.  This  is  folly  per- 
haps :  I  allow  it  ;  but  it  is  natural  to  fuppofe,  that 
merit  which  has  made  an  impreffion  on  ones  owii 
heart,  may  be  pov^erful  over  that  of  another. 

Leo:tL  Don't,  my  life's  treafure,  don't  let  us  niaker 
imaginary  evils,  v/hen  you  know  we  have  fo  many 
real  ones  to  cncountei'.  At  word,  you  knov/,  if 
Mlfs  Richland  Ihould  confent,  or  my  father  reiufe 
his  pardon,  it  can  but  end  in  a  trip  to  Scotland ; 
and  

Enfer  Croaker. 

Croaker.  Where  have  you  been,  boy  ?  I  have  been 
fceking  you.  My  friend  Honeywood  here,  has  been 
faying  Uich  comfortable  things.  Ah!  he's  an  ex- 
ample indeed.  Where  is  he  I  I  left  him  here. 

L<OKt. 
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Leont.  Sir,  I  believe  you  may  fee  him,  and  hear 
him  too  in  the  next  room  :  he's  preparing  to  go  out 
with  the  ladies. 

Croaker,  Good  gracious,  can  I  bclie^J^e  my  e/es  or 
my  ears  !  I'm  ftruck  dumb  with  his  vivacity,  and 
ftunn'd  with  the  loudnefs  of  his  laugh.  Was  there 
ever  fuch  a  transformation  !  ( A  laugh  behind  the  fcenes^ 
Croaker  mimics  it.)  Ha!  ha!  ha!  there  it  goes:  a 
plague  take  their  balderdaOi  yet  I  could  cxpecl  no- 
thing lefs,  when  my  precious  wife  was  of  the  party. 
On  my  confcience,  I  believe,  fhe  could  fpread  an 
horfe-laugh  thro'  the  pews  of  a  tabernacle. 

Leont,  Since  you  find  fo  many  objedions  to  a  wife. 
Sir,  how  can  you  be  lo  earneft  in  recommending  one 
to  me  ? 

Croaker.  1  have  told  you,  and  tell  you  again,  boy, 
that  Mifs  Richland^s  fortune  niuft  not  o-o  out  of  the 
family  j  one  may  find  comfort  in  the  money,  what- 
ever one  does  in  the  wife. 

Leont.  Bu:,  Sir,  tho',  in  obedience  to  your  defire, 
I  am  ready  to  marry  her  ;  it  may  be  polfible,  fhe  has 
no  inclination  to  me. 

Croaker,  Pll  tell  you  once  for  all  how  it  (lands.  A 
good  part  of  Mifs  Richland's  large  fortune  confifts 
in  a  claim  upon  goverr.ment,  which  my  good  friend, 
Mr.  Loftv,  affures  me  the  treafury  will  allow,. 
One  half  of  this  fiie  is  to  forfeit,  by  her  father':; 
will,  in  cafe  fhe  refufes  to  marry  you.  So,  if  ilie  re- 
jedls  you,  we  feize  half  her  fortune  if  fhe  accepts- 
you,  we  feize  the  v/hole,  and  a  fine  girl  into  the- 
baro;ain. 

Leont.  But,  Sir,  if  you  will  but  liftcn  to  reafon  

Croaker.  Come,  then,  produce  your  reafons.  I  tell 
you  I'm  fix'd,  determined,  lo  now  produce  your 
reafons.  When  I'm  determined,  I  always  lifben  to 
reafon,  becauie  it  can  then  do  no  harm. 

Leont.  You  hav^  aliedged  that  a  mutual  choice 
was  the  nril  requifite  in  matrimonial  hippinefs 

Crocker.  V/ell,  and  you  have  both  of  you  a  mutual 
choice.    She  ha£  her  cho'cc — to  marry  you,  or  lofe 

half 
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half  her  fortune ;  and  you  have  your  choice — to 
marry  her,  or  pack  out  of  doors  without  any  for- 
tune at  all. 

Leont,  An  only  Son,  Sir,  might  expeft  more 
indulgence. 

Croaker,  An  only  father.  Sir,  might  expe6b  more 
obedience;  befides,  has  not  your  filler  here,  that 
n.ever  difobliged  me  in  her  life,  as  good  a  right  as  you? 
He's  a  fad  dog,  Livy,  my  de^r,  and  would  take  all 
from  you.  But  he  flian't,  I  tell  you  he  fhan't,  for 
you  fliall  have  your  (hare. 

Olivia.  Dear  Sir,  I  wifh  you'd  be  convinced  that  I 
can  never  be  happy  in  any  ad4ition  to  my  fortune, 
y/hich  is  taken  from  his. 

Croaker,  Well,  well,  its  a  good  child,  fo  fay  no 
more,  but  pome  with  me,  and  we  fhall  fee  fome- 
thing  that  will  give  us  a  great  ^eal  of  pleafure,  I 
promife  you  ;  old  Rtiggins^  the  curry-comb-maker, 
lying  in  ftace  I'm  told  he  m.akcs  a  very  hand- 
fome  corpfe,  and  becomes  his  coffin  prodigioufly. 
He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  mine,  and  thefe  arc 
friendly  things  We  ought  to  do  for  each  other, 

[^Exeunt. 


End  of  ths  F^rst  Act% 
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ACT   THE  THIRD. 

Scene,    Croaker'^s  Houfe, 
M'lfs  Richland,  Garnet. 

Mtfs  Rich.  Olivia  not  his  fiflcr  ?  Olivia  not  Leon- 
tine's  fifter  ?  You  amaze  rne  ! 

Ganjet,  No  more  his  lifter  than  I  am ;  I  had  it  all 
from  his  own  iervant  j  I  can  get  any  thing  from  that 
quarter. 

Mifs Rich.  But  hov/  ?  Tell  me  again,  Garnet. 

Gm-nct.  Why,  Madam,  as  I  told  you  before,  inftead 
of  going  to  Lyons  to  bring  home  his  fifter,  who  has 
been  there  v/ith  her  aunt  thefe  ten  years  he  never 
V7ent  further  than -Paris;  there  he  faw  and  fell  in  love 
with  this  young  lady;  by  the  bye,  of  a  prodigious 
family. 

1^7 fs  Rich,  And  brought  her  home  to  my  guar- 
dian, as  his  daughter  ? 

Garnet,  Yes,' and  daughter  flie  \vill  be.  If  he  don't 
confent  to  their  marriage,  they  talk  of  trying  what  a 
Scotch  parfon  can  do. 

Mifs  Rich,  Well,  I  own  they  have  deceived  me — ^ 
And  lb  demurely  as  Olivia  carried  it  tool — Would  you 
believe  it,  Garnet,  I  told  her  all  my  fecrets  ;  and 
yet  the  fly  cheat  concealed  all  this  from  me  ? 

Garnet.  And,  upon  my  word.  Madam,  1  don't  much 
blame  her ;  Ihe  v;as  loath  to  truft  one  with  her  fecrets, 
that  was  fo  very  bad  at  keeping  her  own. 

Mifs  Rich,  But,  to  add  to  their  deceit,  the  young 
gentleman,  it  feems,  pretends  to  make  me  ferious 
prcpofals.  My  guardian  and  he  are  to  be  here  prcr 
fently,  to  open  the  affair  in  form.  You  know  I  am 
to  lofe  half  my  fortune  if  I  refufe  him. 

Garnet.  Yet,  v/hat  can  you  do  ?  For  being,  as  yon 
are,  in  love  with  Mr.  Honey w^ood.  Madam — 
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Mifs  Rich.  How  !  ideot ;  what  do  you  mean  ?  In 
love  with  Mr.  Honeyv/ood  !  Is  this  to  provoke  me  ? 

Gar.  That  is,  Madam,  in  friendfhip  with  him  ;  I 
meant  nothing  more  than  friendfhip,  as  I  hope  to  be 
married  •,  nothing  more. 

Mifs  Rich,  Well,  no  more  of  this !  As  to  my 
guardian,  and  his  fon,  they  lhall  find  me  prepared 
to  receive  them  ;  I'm  refolved  to  accept  their  pro- 
pofal  with  feeming  pleafure,  to  mortify  them  by  com- 
pliance, and  fo  throw  the  refufal  at  laft  upon  them. 

Gar,  Delicious  !  and  that  will  fecure  your  whole 
fortune  to  yourfelf.  Well,  who  could  have  thought 
fo  innocent  a  face  could  cover  fo  much  cutenefs! 

Mifs  Rich.  Why,  girl,  I  only  oppofe  my  prudence 
to  their  cunning,  and  pradife  a  leffon  they  have 
taught  me  againfl:  themfelves. 

Gar,  Then  you're  likely  not  long  to  want  employ- 
ment, for  here  they  come,  and  in  clofe  conference. 

Enter  Croaker,  Leontine. 

Leon.  Excufe  me.  Sir,  if  I  feem  to  hefitate  upon 
the  point  of  putting  the  lady  fo  important  a  queftion. 

Croaker,  Lord  I  good  Sir,  moderate  your  fears  ; 
you're  fo  plaguy  (hy,  that  one  would  think  you  had 
changed  fexes.  I  tell  you  we  muft  have  the  half  or 
the  whole.  Come,  let  me  fee  with  what  fpirit  you 
begin  ?  Well,  why  don't  you  ?  Eh  !  What  ?  Well 
then — I  muft,  it  feems — Mils  Richland,  my  dear,  I 
believe  you  guefs  at  our  bufmefs  ;  an  affair  which  my 
fon  here  comes  to  open,  that  nearly  concerns  your 
happincfs. 

Mifs  Rich,  Sir,  I  fliould  be  ungrateful  not  to  be 
pkaled  with  any  thing  that  comes  recommended  by 
you. 

Croaker,  How,  boy,  could  you  defire  a  finer  open- 
ing ?  Why  don't  you  begin,  I  fay  ^       {To  Leont.) 

Leont.  '1  is  true.  Madam,  my  father.  Madam, 
has  iome  intentions — hem — of  exphiining  an  affair— 
wlvch — himfclf— can  bell:  explaiji,  Madam. 

P  Croaksr^ 
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Croaker.  Yes,  my  dear  ;  it  comes  intirely  from  my 
fon  ;  it's  all  a  requeft  of  his  own,  Madam.  And  I 
will  permit  him  to  make  the  beft  of  it. 
-  -  Leont.  The  whole  affair  is  only  this.  Madam  my 
father  has  a  propofal  to  make,  which  he  infifts  none 
but  himfelf  fhall  deliver. 

Croaker.  My  mind  mifgives  me,  the  fellow  will  never 
be  brought  on.  {Jfide.)  In  fliort,  Madagj,  you  fee 
before  you  one  that  loves  you  \  one  whofe  whole  hap-p 
pinefs  is  all  in  you. 

Mifs  Rich.  I  never  had  any  doubts  of  your  regard^ 
Sir ;  and  I  hope  you  can  have  none  of  my  duty. 

Croaker '  That's  not  the  thing,  my  little  fweeting  ; 
my  love  !  No,  no,  another  guefs  lover  than  I  ;  there 
he  ftands,  Madam  ;  his  very  looks  declare  the  force 
of  his  paflion — Call  up  a  look,  you  dog — But  then, 
had  you  feen  him,  as  I  have,  weeping,  fpeaking  fo- 
liloquies  and  blank  verfe,  fometimes  melancholy, 
and  fometimes  abfent — 

Mifs  Rich,  I  fear.  Sir,  he's  abfent  now,  or  fuch  a 
declaration  w^ould  have  come  mofc  properly  from  him- 
felf : 

Croaker.  Himfelf !  Madam ;  he  would  die  before  he 
could  make  fuch  a  confeffion  \  and  if  he  had  not  a 
channel  for  his  paflion  thro'  me,  it  would  ere  now 
have  drowned  his  underftanding. 

Mifs  Rich.  I  mufh  grant,  Sir,  there  are  attraflions 
in  modeft  diffidence,  above  the  force  of  words.  A 
fiient  addrefs  is  the  genuine  eloquence  of  fincerity. 

Croaker.  Madam,  he  has  forgot  to  fpeak  any  other 
language  \  {\X^x\q^  is  become  his  mother  tongue. 

Mhfs  Rich.  And  it  muft  be  confeffed,  Sir,  it  fpeaks 
very  powerfully  in  his  favour.  And  yet,  I  fhall  be 
thought  too  forward  in  making  fuch  a  confeflion ; 
Iban't  I  Mr.  Leontine  ? 

Leont.  Confufion  !  my  referve  will  undo  mc.  But, 
if  modefty  attra6ls  her,  impudence  may  difguft  her. 
I'll  try.  [JfJe.)  Don't  imagine  from  my  filence, 
Madam,  that  I  want  a  due  fenfe  of  the  honour  an4 
happinefs  intended  me.    My  father,  Madam,  tells 
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me,  your  humble  fervant  is  not  totally  indifferent  to 
you.  He  admires  you  5  I  adore  you  ;  and  when  we 
come  together,  upon  my  foul  1  believe  we  fhall  be  the 
happieft  couple  in  all  St.  James's. 

Mifs  Rich,  If  I  could  flatter  myfelf,  you  thought 
as  you  fpeak.  Sir  

Leont,  Doubt  my  fmcerity.  Madam?  By  your  dear 
fclf  I  fwear.  Afk  the  brave  if  they  defire  glory ; 
alk  cowards  if  they  covet  fafety  

Croaker,  Well,  well,  no  more  queftions  about  it. 

Leont,  Afk  the  fick  if  they  long  for  health,  afk 
mifers  if  they  love  money,  afk  

Croaker.  Afk  a  fool  if  he  can  talk  nonfenfe !  What's 
come  over  the  boy.  What  fignifies  afking,  when 
there's  not  a  foul  to  give  you  an  anfwer  ?  If  you 
would  afk  to  the  purpofe,  afk  this  lady's  confent  to 
make  you  happy. 

Mifs  Rich.  Why  indeed.  Sir,  his  uncommon  ar- 
dour almo{l  compels  me,  forces  me,  to  comply. 
And  yet  I'm  afraid  he'll  defpife  a  conquefb  gain'd  with 
too  much  eafe  ;  wont  you  Mr.  Leontine  ? 

Leont,  Confufion !  (Jfide.)  O  by  no  means. 
Madam,  by  no  means.  And  yet,  Madam,  you 
talk'd  of  force.  There  is  nothing  I  would  avoid  fo 
much  as  compulfion  in  a  thing  of  this  kind.  No, 
Madam,  1  will  flill  be  generous,  and  leave  you  at 
liberty  to  refufe. 

Croaker.  But  I  tell  you,  Sir,  the  lady  is  not  at  liberty. 
Its  a  match.  You  fee  fhe  fays  nothing.  Silence  gives 
confent. 

Leont.  But,  Sir,  fhe  talk'd  of  force.  Confider, 
Sir,  the  cruelty  of  conftraining  her  inclinations. 

Croaker.  But  I  fay  there's  no  cruelty.  Don't  you 
know,  blockhead,  that  girls  have  always  a  roundabout 
way  of  faying  yes  before  company  So  get  you 
both  gone  together  into  the  next  room,  and  hang 
him  that  interrupts  the  tender  explanation.  Get  you 
gone,  I  fay    I'll  not  hear  a  word. 

Leon.  But,  Sir,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  infift — 
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Croaker,  Get  off  you  puppy,  or  Pll  beg  leave  to 
infift  upon  knocking  you  down.  Stupid  whelp.  But 
I  don't  wonder,  the  boy  takes  entirely  after  hi* 
mother.  [Exeu/U  Mifs  Rich.  ^i^Leont. 

Enter    Mrs.  Croaker. 

Mrs.  Croaker,  Mr.  Croaker,  I  bring  you  fomething^ 
my  dear,  that  I  believe  will  make  you  fmile. 

Croaker,  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea  of  that,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Croaker,  A  letter-,  and,  as  I  knew  the  hand,  I 
ventured  to  open  it. 

Croaker,  And  how  can  you  expedl  your  breaking 
open  my  letters  fhould  give  me  pleafure  } 

Mrs,  Croaker,  Poo,  its  from  your  fifter  at  Lyons-, 
and  contains  good  news  :  read  it. 

Croaker.  What  a  Frenchified  cover  is  here!  That 
filler  of  mine  has  fome  good  qualities,  but  I  could 
never  teach  her  to  fold  a  letter. 

Mrs,  Croaker,  Fokl  a  fiddleftick.  Read  wiiat  k 
contains. 

Croaker^  Reading. 

Dear  Nick, 

An  Englijh  gentlernm.,  of  large  fortune.,  has  for  fome 
fime  made  private.,  tbo*  honourahle  prcpofals  to  your 
daughter  Olivia,  H^hey  love  each  other  tenderly.,  and  / 
fnd  fhe  has  confented.^  without  letting  any  of  the  family 
knoiv.,  to  crown  his  addreffes.  As  fuch  good  offers  don't 
come  every  day^  your  omn  good  fenfe^  his  large  fortune^ 
and  family  confiderations.,  will  induct  you  to  forgive  her 
— Tours  ever — Rachel  Croaker. 

My  daughter,  Olivia,  privately  contracted  to  a 
man  of  large  fortune !  This  is  good  news  indeed, 
lyiy  heart  never  foretold  me  of  this.  And  yet, 
how  flily  the  little  baggage  has  carried  it  fmce  fhe 
cam.e  home.  Not  a  v/ord  on't  to  the  old  ones  for 
the  world.  Yet,  I  thought,  I  faw  fcmething  (he 
wanted  to  conceal, 
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Mrs.  Croaker.  Well,  if  they  have  concealed  their 
amour,  they  fhan't  conceal  their  wedding;  that  fhali 
be  public,  I'm  refolved. 

Croaker.  I  tell  thee,  woman,  the  wedding  is  iht 
mod  foolifli  part  of  the  ceremony.  I  can  never  get 
this  woman  to  think  of  the  more  ferious  part  of  the 
nuptial  engagement. 

Mrs,  CrMker,  What^  would  you  have  me  think  of 
their  funeral  ?  But  come,  tell  me,  my  dear,  don't 
you  owe  more  to  me  than  you  care  to  confefs?  Would 
you  have  ever  been  known  to  Mr.  Lofty,  who  has  un- 
dertaken Mifs  Richland's  claim  at  the  Treafury,  but 
for  me  ?  Who  was  it  firft  made  him  an  acquaintance 
at  Lady  Shabbaroon's  route  ?  who  got  him  to  pro^ 
mife  us  his  intereft  ?  Is  not  he  a  back-flairs  favourite, 
one  that  can  do  what  he  pleafes  with  thofe  that  do 
what  they  pleafe?  Isn't  he  an  acquaintance  that  all 
your  groaning  and  lamentations  could  never  have 
got  us  f 

Crcakef.  He  is  a  man  of  importance,  I  grant  you. 
And  yet,  what  amazes  me  is,  that  while  he  is  giving 
away  places  to  all  the  world,  he  can't  get  one  for 
himfeif. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  That  perhaps  may  be  owing  td  his 
Xiicety.    Great  men  are  not  eafily  fatisfied. 

Enter  pRENert  Servant. 

Servant.  An  expreffe  from  Monfieur  Lofty.  He  vil 
be  vait  upon  your  honour's  inftammant.  He  be  only 
giving  four  five  inftruftion,  read  two  tree  memo- 
rial, call  upon  von  ambafladeur.  He  vill  be  vid  you 
in  one  tree  minutes. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  You  fee  now,  my  dear.  What  an 
extcnfivc  department !  ^  Well,  friend,  let  your  mafter 
know,  that  we  are  extremely  honoured  by  this  ho- 
nour. Was  there  any  thing  ever  in  a  higher  (lyle  of 
breeding!  All  mcflages  among  the -great  are  noW 
done  by  exprcls. 

Croaker.  To  be  fure,  no  man  docs  little  things  with 
more  folemnity,  or  claims  more  refped  than  he.  But 
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he's  iii  the  right  on't.    In  our  bad  world,  refped  is 
given,  where  refped:  is  claim'd. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Never  mind  the  world,  my  dear; 
your  were  never  in  a  pleafanter  place  in  your  life. 
Let  us  now  think  of  receiving  him  with  proper 
refpe(5l  {a  hud  rapping  at  the  door)  and  there  he  is 
by  the  thundering  rap. 

Croaker.  Ay,  verily,  there  he  is-,  as  clofe  upon  the  heels 
of  his  own  exprefs,  as  an  indorfement  upon  the  back  . 
of  a  bill.  Well,  I'll  leave  you  to  receive  him,  whilft  I 
go  to  chide  my  little  Olivia  for  intending  to  fteal  a 
marriage  without  mine  or  her  aunt's  confent.  I  muft 
feem  to  be  angry,  or  fhe  too  may  begin  to  defpife 
my  authority.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lofty,  fpeaking  to  his  fervant. 

Lofty,  And  if  the  Venetian  Ambaflador,  or  that 
teazing  creature  the  Marquis,  fliould  call,  I'm  not  at 
home.  Dam'me,  I'll  be  pack-horfe  to  none  of  therru 
My  dear  Madam,  I  have  juft  fnatched  a  moment — 
And  if  the  exprelTes  to  his  Grace  be  ready,  let  them 
be  fent  off  they're  of  importan  ce.  Madam,  I  alk 
athoufand  pardons: 

Mrs  Croaker.  Sir,  this  honour  — 

Lofty.  And  Dubardieu  1  if  the  perfon  calls. about 
the  commiffion,  let  him  know  that  it  is  made  out.  As 
for  Lord  Cumbercourt's  ftale  requeft,  it  can  keep  cold: 
youunderftand  me.  Madam,  I  alkten  thoufand pardons. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Sir,  this  honour  

Lofty.  And,  Dubardieu !  If  the  man  comes  from 
the  Cornifli  borough,  you  muft  do  him ;  you  muft 
do  him,  I  fay.  Madam,  I  af!^  ten  thoufand  pardons. 
And  if  the  Ruffian— A mbafiador  calls  :  but  he  will 
fcarce  call  to-day,  I  believe.  And  now.  Madam,  I 
have  juft  got  tim.e  to  exprefs  my  happinefs  in  having 
the  honour  of  being  permitted  to  profefs  myfelf  your 
moft  obedient  humble  fervant. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Sir,  the  happinefs  and  honour  ai*e 
all  mine  and  yet,  Tm  only  robbing  the  public  while 
I  detain  you. 
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Lofty.  Sink  the  public,  Madam,  when  the  fair  are 
to  be  attended.  Ah,  could  all  my  hours  be  fo  charm- 
ingly devouted  !  Sincerely,  don't  you  pity  us  poor 
creatures  in  affairs  ?  Thus  it  is  eternally  ;  folicited 
for  places  here,  teized  for  penfions  there,  and  court- 
ed every  where.  I  know  you  pity  me.  Yes,  I  fee 
yo  do. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Excufe  me.  Sir.  Toils  of  empires 
pleafures  are,  as  Waller  fays. 

Lofty.  Waller,  Waller  •,  is  he  of  the  Houfe  ? 

Mrs.  ( roaker.  The  modern  poet  of  that  name,  Sir^ 

Lofiy.  Oh,  a  modern  !  We  men  of  bufinefs  defpife 
the  moderns ;  and  as  for  the  ancients,  we  have  no 
time  to  read  them.  Poetry  is  a  pretty  thing  enough 
for  our  wives  and  daughters  ;  but  not  for  us.  Why 
now,  here  I  ftand  that  know  nothing  of  books.  I  fay. 
Madam,  I  know  nothing  of  books  and  yet,  I  believe, 
upon  a  land  carriage  filTiery,  a  fiaiTip  a6l,  or  a  jag- 
hire,  1  can  talk  my  two  hours  without  feeling  the 
want  of  them. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  The  world  is  no  ftranger  to  Mr, 
Lofty's  eminence  in  every  capacity. 

Lofty.  I  vow  to  Gad,  Madam,  you  make  meblufh. 
I'm  nothing,  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  a  mere 
obfcure  gentleman.  To  be  fure,  indeed,  one  or  two 
of  the  prefent  minifters  are  pleafed  to  reprefent  me  as 
a  formal  man.  I  know  they  are  pleafed  to  be-fpatter 
me  at  all  their  little  dirty  levees.  Yet,  upon  my 
foul,  I  wonder  what  they  fee  in  me  to  treat  me  fo ! 
Meafures,  not  men,  have  always  been  my  mark;  and 
I  vow,  by  all  that's  honourable,  my  refcntmcnt  has 
i\ever  done  the  men,  as  mere  men,  any  manner  of 
harm — That  is  as  mere  men. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  What  importance,  and  yet  what 
modefty  1 

Lofty.  Oh,  if  you  talk  of  modedy.  Madam  !  There 
I  own,  I'm  acccHible  to  praife:  Modefty  is  my  foible  : 
It  was  fo,  the  Duke  of  Brentford  ufed  to  fay  of  mc. 
I  love  Jack  Lofty,  he  ufed  to  fay:  no  man  has  a  finer 
knowledge  of  things ;  quite  a  man  of  information ; 
and  when  he  fpeaks  upon  his  legs,  by  the  lord  he's 
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prodigious,  he  fcouts  them-,  and  yet  all  men  have 
tlieir  faults  ;  too  much  modeity  is  his,  fays  his  Gnce. 

Mr  J.  Crocker.  And  yet,  I  dare  fay,  you  don't  want 
aiTurance  when  you  come  to  folicit  for  your  friends, 

Lo/ly,  >0,  there  indeed  I'm  in  bronze.  Apropos, 
I  hive  jufl  been  mentioning  Mifs  Richland's  cafe 
to  a  certain  perfonage  we  muft  name  no  names. 
When  I  ails:,  I  am  not  to  be  put  off,  Madam.  No,  no, 
I  take  my  friend  by  the  button.  A  fine  girl.  Sir  j 
great  juflice  in  her  cafe.  A  friend  of  mine.  Borough 
intereft.  Bufineis  muft  be  done,  Mr.  Secretary.  I  fav, 
Mr.  Secretary,  her  bufinefs  muft  be  done.  Sin  That's 
my  way,  Madam.  .  ; 

A'Irs,  Croaker.  Blefs  me  !  you  faid  all  this  to  the 
Secretary  of  State,  did  you  ? 

Lofly.  I  did  not  fay  the  Secretary,  did  I  ?  Well, 
cnrfe  it,  fince  you  have  found  me  out  I  will  not  deny 
it.    It  was  to  the  Secretary. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  This  was  going  to  the  fountain  head 
at  once,  not  applying  to  the  underftrappers,  as  Mn 
Honeyvv'ood  would  have  had  us. 

Lefty.  Honeyv/ood!  he!  he!  He  was,  indeed,  a. 
fine  folicitor.  I  fjppofe  you  have  heard  what  has 
juft  happened  to  him  ? 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Poor  dear  man  ;  no  accident,  I  hope. 

Lcfiy.  Undone,  Madam,  that's  all.  His  creditors 
have  taken  him  into  cuftody.  A  prifoner  in  his  own 
houfe. 

Airs.  Croaker.  A  prifoner  in  his  own  houfe  !  How  ! 
At  this  very  time  !  I'm  quite  unhappy  for  him. 

L^fiy.  Why  fo  am  I.  The  man,  to  be  fure,  was 
immenfely  good  natur'd.  But  then  I  could  never 
find  that  he  had  any  thing  in  him. 

Ab's.  Croaker.  His  manner,  to  be  fure,  was  exrefiive 
harmlefs  •,  fqme,  indeed,  thought  it  a  little  dull.  Fof  : 
rny  part,  I  alv/ays  concealed  my  opinion. 

Lefiy.  It  can't  be  conceal'd.  Madam  the  man  was 
dull,  dull  as  the  laft  new  comedy  !  A  poor  impradi- 
cable  creature  1  I  tried  once  or  twice  to  know  if  he 
was  fit  for  bufinefs  ;  but  he  had  fcarce  talents  to  be 
grocm-porier  to  an  orange  barrow. 

Mrs. 
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Miss,  Croaker,  How  difFercntly  doesMifs  Richland 
think  of  him  !  For,  I  believe,  with  all  his  faults,  fhe 
loves  him. 

Lofty.  Loves  him  !  D6es  fhc  ?  You  fhould  cure  her  * 
ftf  that  by  all  means.  Let  me  fee,  what  if  fhe  were 
fent  to  him  this  infliant,  in  his  prefent  doleful  fitua- 
tion  ?  My  life  for  it  that  works  her  cure.  Diftrefs  is 
a  perfedl  antidote  to  love.  Suppofe  we  join  her  in 
the  next  room  ?  Mifs  Richland  is  a  fine  girl,  and  has 
a  fine  fortune — two  very  fine  things — and  muii  not 
be  thrown  away.  Upon  my  honour.  Madam,  I  have 
a  regard  for  Mifs  Richland  ;  and,  rather  than  fne 
ftiould  be  thrown  awav,  I  fhould  thilik  it  no  indis:- 
nity  to  marry  her  myfelf.  \^Exeunc, 

Enter  Olivia  and  Leoritine. 

Leont.  And  yet,  truft  me,  Olivia,  I  had  every  rea*- 
fon  to  expe6l  Mifs  Richland's  refubl,  as  I  did  every 
thing  in  my  power  to  deferve  it.  Her  indelicacy  fur- 
prizes  mx. 

Oiivia.  Sure,  Leontine,  there's  nothing  fo  indeli- 
cate in  being  fenfible  of  your  merit.  If  lb,  I  fear,  I 
lhall  be  the  moil  guilty  thing  alive. 

Leont,  But  you  miflake,  my  dear.  The  fame  at- 
tention I  ufed  to  advance  my  merit  with  you,  I  prac- 
tifed  to  lefTen  it  with  her.    What  more  could  I  do  ? 

Olivia,  Let  us  now  rather  confider  what's  to  be 
done.  We  have  both  diffembled  too  long — I  have 
always  been  afham'd — I  am  now  quite  wear)'  of  it. 
Sure  I  could  never  have  undergone  fo  much  for  any 
Other  but  you. 

Leont.  And  you  (hall  find  my  gratitude  equal  to 
your  kindeft  compliance.  Tho'  our  friends  ihould 
totally  forfake  us,  Olivia,  we  can  draw  upon  content 
fol^  the  deficiencies  of  fortune. 

Olivia,  l^hen  v;hy  lliould  we  defer  our  fcheme  of 
humble  happinefs,  when  it  is  now  in  our  power?  I 
may  be  the  favourite  of  your  father,  it  is  true  •,  but 
can  it  ever  be  thought,  that  Kis  prefent  kindnefs 
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to  a  fuppos'd  child)  will  continue  to  a  known  dc- 
ccivxr  ? 

Leont.  I  have  many  reafons  to  believe  it  will.  As 
*  his  attachments  are  but  few,  they  are  lafting.  His 
own  marriage  was  a  private  one,  as  oiir's  may  be. 
Befides,  1  have  founded  him  already  at  adiftance,  and 
find  all  his  anfwers  exa6tly  to  our  wifh.  Nay,  by  an 
exprefTion  or  two  that  drop'd  from  him,  I  am  in- 
duced to  think  he  knows  of  this  affair. 

Olivia,  Indeed  !  But  that  would  be  an  happlnefs 
too  great  to  be  expeded. 

Leont,  However  it  be,  I'm  certain  you  have  power 
over  him  •,  and  am  perfuaded,  if  you  inform'd  him 
of  our  fituation,  that  he  would  be  difpofed  to  pardon 
it. 

Olivia.  You  had  equal  expectations,  Leontine, 
from  your  laft  fcheme  with  Mifs  Richland,  which 
you  find  has  fucceeded  moft  wretchedly. 

Leont,  A  nd  that's  the  beft  reafon  for  trying  another, 

Olivia.  If  it  muft  be  fo,  I  fubmit. 

Leont.  As  we  could  wifh,  he  comes  this  way.  Now, 
my  dcareft  Olivia,  be  refolute.  Til  juft  retire  within 
hearing,  to  come  in  at  a  proper  time,  either  to  fhare 
your  danger,  or  confirm  your  vi6lory.  [^Exit, 

Enter  Croaker. 

Croaker.  Yes,  I  mufl:  forgive  her  ;  and  yet  not  too 
eafily,  neither.  It  will  bepioper  to  keep  up  the  de- 
corums of  refentment  a  little,  if  it  be  only  to  imprefs 
her  with  an  idea  of  my  authority. 

Olivia.  How  I  tremble  to  approach  him! — Might 
I  prefu  ne.  Sir — If  I  interrupt  you  — 

Crcalzcr.  No,  child,  where  I  have  an  affeftion,  it 
is  not  a  little  thing  can  interrupt  me.  Affedion  gets 
over  little  things. 

Olivia.  Sir,  you're  too  kind.  I'm  feafible  how  iJl 
I  delerve  this  partiality.  Yet  Heaven  knows  there  js 
nothing  I  would  not  do  to  gain  it.  • 

Croaker^ 
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Croaker.  And  you  have  but  too  well  fucceeded,  you 
little  hufTey,  you.  With  thofe  endearing  ways  of 
yours,  on  my  confcience,  I  could  be  brought  to  for- 
give any  thing,  unlefs  it  were  a  very  great  offence 
indeed. 

Oliv  a.  But  mine  is  fuch  an  offence — When  you 
knew  my  guilt. — Yes,  you  fhall  know  it,  tho*  1  feci 
the  greateft  pain  in  the  confeffion. 

Croaker.  Why  then,  if  it  be  fo  very  great  a  pain, 
you  may  fpare  yourfelf  the  trouble,  for  I  know  every 
fyllable  of  the  matter  before  you  begin. 
Olivia.  Indeed !  Then  I'm  undone. 
Croaker.  Ay,  Mifs,  you  wanted  to  Ileal  a  match, 
without  letting  me  know  it,  did  you  !  But  I'm  not 
worth  being  confulted,  I  fuppofe,  v/hen  there's  to  be 
a  marriage  in  my  own  family.  No,  I'm  to  have  no 
hand  in  the  difpofal  of  my  own  children.  No,  I'm 
nobody.  I'm  to  be  a  mere  article  of  family  lumber  ; 
apiece  of  crack'd  china  to  be  (luck  up  in  a  corner. 

Olivia.  Dear  Sir,  nothing  but  the  dread  of  your 
authority  could  induce  us  to  conceal  it  frcmj  you. 

Croaker.  No,  no,  my  confequence  is  no  more  ; 
Vm  as  little  minded  as  a  dead  Ruffian  in  winter,  jufl 
ftuck  up  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth  till  there  comes  a 
thaw. — It  goes  to  my  heart  to  vex  her. 

Olivia.  I  was  prcpar'd,  Sir,  for  your  anger,  and 
defpair'dof  pardon,  even  while  1  prcium'd  to  aflc  it. 
But  your  feverity  fhall  never  abate  my  affetflion,  as 
my  punifliment  is  but  juflice. 

Croaker.  And  yet  you  ihould  not  defpair  neither, 
Livy.    We  ought  to  hope  all  for  the  bell. 

Olivia.  And  do  you  permit  me  to  hope,  Sir !  Can 
I  ever  expedt  to  be  forgiven  !  But  hope  has  too  long 
dcceiv'd  me. 

Croaker.  Why  then,  child,  it  fhan't  deceive  you 
now,  for  1  forgive  you  this  very  moment.  I  forgive 
you  all ;  and  now  you  are  indeed  my  daughter. 

Olivia,   O    traiilport!    This  kindcli  overpowers 

E  Z  Croaker^ 
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Croaker.  I  was  always  againft  fe verity  to  our  chil- 
dren. We  have  been  young  and  giddy  ourfelvcs, 
and  we  can't  expect  boys  and  girls  to  be  old  before 
their  time. 

Olivia.  What  generofity  !  But  can  you  forget  the 
many  falfhoods,  the  difijmulaticn  

Croaker.  You  did  indeed  diflemble,  you  urchin 
you  ;  but  v;here's  the  girl  that  won't  diffemble  for  an 
hufbnnd  !  My  wife  and  I  had  never  been  married,  if 
we  had  not  difiembled  a  little  before  hand. 

Olivia.  It  fnall  be  my  future  care  never  to  put  fuch 
generofity  to  a  fecond  trial.  And  as  for  the  partner 
of  my  ofTence  and  folly,  from  his  native  honour,  and 
thejuft  fenfe  he  has  of  his  dut/,  I  can  anfwer  for 
him  that  

E7iter  LzoNTiNE, 

Lccnt.  Perm/it  him  thus  to  anfwer  for  himfelf. 
{K?ieelijig.)  Thus,  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  my  gratitude  for 
this  unmerited  forgivenefs.  Yes,  Sir,  this  even  ex- 
ceeds all  your  former  tendernefs  :  I  now  can  boaft 
the  mod  indulgent  of  fathers.  The  life,  he  gave, 
compared  to  this,  was  but  a  trifling  blefllng. 

Crcaker,  Andj  good  Sir,  who  fent  for  you,  with 
that  fine  tragedy  face,  and  flourilliing  manner  ?  I 
don't  know  what  we  have  to  do  with  ypur  gratitude 
Upon  this  occafion. 

Leont.  How,  Sir !  is  it  pofTible  to  be  filent  when  fo 
much  oblig'd  !  W^ould  you  refufe  me  the  pleafure  of 
being  grateful !  Of  adding  my  thanks  to  my  Olivia's  ! 
Of  liiaring  in  the  tranfports  that  you  have  thusocca- 
fion'd  ! 

Croaker.  Lord,  Sir,  we  can  be  happy  enough, 
without  your  coming  in  to  make  up  the  party.  I 
dpn't  know  what's  the  matter  with  the  boy  all  this 
fday  ;  he  has  got  into  fuch  a  rhodomontade  manner 
all  the  morning ! 


ACOMEDY. 

TLeoTit.  But,  Sir,  I  that  have  fo  large  a  part  in  the 
beneftr,  is  it  not  my  duty  to  (hew  my  joy?  Is  the 
^  being  admitted  to  your  favour  fo  flight  an  obligation? 
Is  ti)c  happinefs  of  marrying  my  Olivia  fo  fmall  a 
blefTing  ? 

Croaker,  Marrying  Olivia !  marrying  Olivia ! 
marrying  his  own  filler  1  Sure  the  boy  is  out  of  his 
fenfes.    His  own  fifter  ! 

Leant.  My  fifter ! 

Olivia.  Sifter !  How  have  I  been  miftaken  !  {^Afide, 
LeoKt.  Some  curs'd  miftake  in  all  this  I  find.  [Afide, 
Croaker,  What  does  the  booby  mean,  or  has  he 
any  meaning.  Eh,  what  do  you  mean,  you  block- 
head you  ? 

Leont,  Mean,  Sir — why,  Sir — only  when  my  fifter 
is  to  be  married,  that  I  have  the  pleafure  of  marrying  i 
her.  Sir;  that  is,  of  giving  her  away,   Sir — I  have 
made  a  point  of  it. 

Croaker,  O,  is  that  all.  Give  her  away.  You 
have  made  a  point  of  it.  Then  you  had  as  good 
make  a  point  of  firft  giving  away  yourfelf,  as  I'm  go- 
ing to  prepare  the  writings  between  you  and  Mifs 
Richland  this  very  minute.  What  a  fufs  is  hereabout 
nothing!  Why,  what's  the  matter  now?  I  thought 
I  had  made  you  at  leaft  as  happy  as  you  could  wilh. 

Olivia,  O  !  yes,  Sir,  very  happy. 

Croaker.  Do  you  forefee  any  thing,  child  ?  You 
look  as  if  you  did.  1  think  if  any  thing  was  lo  be 
forefcen,  I  have  as  fliarp  a  look  out  as  another :  and 
yet  I  foiefee  nothing.  [£>r//. 

Leontine,  Olivia. 

Olivia,  What  can  it  mean  ? 

Leont,  He  knows  foiiicthing,  and  yet  for  my  lif(? 
I  can't  tell  what. 

Olivia,  It  can't  be  the  conncxio:)  between  us,  Vm 
pretty  certain, 

Leoiii* 
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Leont,  Whatever  it  be,  my  dcareR:,  I'm  refolv'd  to 
put  it  out  of  Fortune's  power  to  repeat  our  mortifi- 
cation. I'll  hafte,  and  prepare  for  our  journey  to 
Scotland  this  very  evening.  My  friend  Honeywood 
has  promis'd  me  his  advice  and  alfiftance.  I'll  go  to 
him,  and  repofe  our  diftrefles  on  his  friendly  bolom  : 
and  I  know  fo  much  of  his  honed  heart,  that  if  he  can't 
relieve  our  uneafineffeSj  he  will  atleaft  lhare  them. 


End  of  the  Second  Act. 
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ACT    THE  THIRD, 

Scene,    Tcung  Honeyw cod's  Hmfe. 

Bailiff,  Honeywood,  Follower. 

Bailiff,  Looky,  Sir,  I  have  arrefted  as  good  meft 
as  you  in  my  time :  no  difparagement  of  you  neither. 
Men  that  would  go  forcy  guineas  on  a  game  of 
cribbage.  I  challenge  the  town  to  fhew  a  man  irji 
more  genteeler  praclice  than  myfelF. 

Honeyw.  Without  all  queftion,  Mr.  .  1  for- 
get your  name,  Sir  ? 

Bailiff,  How  can  you  forget  what  you  never  knew,? 
he,  he,  he. 

Honeyw.  May  I  beg  leave  to  afk  your  name  ? 
Bailiff,  Yes,  you  may. 

Honeyw,  Then,  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  name,  Siri 

Bailiff.  That  I  didn't  promife  to  tell  you.  He,  he, 
he.  A  joke  breaks  no  bones,  as  we  fay  among  us 
that  pradice  the  law. 

Honeyw.  You  may  have  reafon  for  keeping  it  2 
fccret  perhaps  ? 

Bailiff,  The  law  does  nothing  without  reafon.  I'm 
alham'd  to  tell  my  name  to  no  man.  Sir.  If  you  can 
(hew  caufe,  as  why,  upon  a  fpecial  capus,  that  I 
fhould  prove  my  name — But,  come,  Timotliy  Twitch 
is  my  name.  And,  now  you  know  my  name,  whac 
have  you  to  fay  to  that  ? 

Honeyw.  Nothing  in  the  world,  good  Mr.  Twitqh, 
but  that  I  have  a  favour  to  afl^,  that's  all. 

Bailiff.  Ay,  favours  are  more  cafily  afkcd  thar^ 
granted,  as  we  fay  among  us  tli2t  pradlice  the  law. 
I  have  taken  an  oath  againil  granting  favours. 
Would  you  have  me  perjure  myfell  ? 

Honeyw.  Butmyrcqucll  will  come  recommended 
in  fo  fbrong  a  manner,  as,  I  believe  you'll  h^ve  no 

Icruple. 
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fcruple  {pulling  out  bis  purfe).  The  thing  is  only  thisi 
I  believe  I  fhall  be  able  to  difcharge  this  trifle  in  two 
or  three  days  at  fartheft;  but,  as  I  would  not  have 
the  affair  known  for  the  world,  I  have  thoughts  of 
keeping  you,  and  your  good  friend  here,  about  mc 
till  the  debt  is  difcharged  ^  for  which,  I  fhall  be  pro- 
perly grateful. 
/  Bailiff.  Oh  !  that's  another  maxum,  and  altogetlier 
within  my  oath.  For  certain,  if  an  honeft  man  is  to 
get  any  thing  by  a  thing,  there's  no  reafon  why  all 
things  Ihould  not  be  done  in  civility- 

HoJieyw,  Doubtlefs,  all  trades  muft  live,  Mr. Twitch  j 
and  your's  is  a  neceflary  one.  {Gives  bim  money.) 

Bailiff,  Oh !  your  honour ;  I  hope  your  honour 
takes  nothing  amifs  as  I  does,  as  I  does  nothing  bufr 
tny  duty  in  fo  doing.  I'm  fure  no  man  can  fay  I  ever 
give  a  gentleman,  that  was  a  gentleman,  ill  ufage. 
If  I  faw  that  a  gentleman  was  a  gentleman,  I  have 
taken  money  not  to  fee  him  for  ten  weeks  together. 
lioneyw,  Tendernefs  is  a  virtue,  Mr.  Twitch. 
Bailiff,  Ay,  Sir,  its  a  perfedl  treafure.  I  love  ta 
fee  a  gentleman  with  a  tender  heart.  I  don't  knov/, 
but  I  think  I  have  a  tender  heart  myfeif.  It  all  that 
I  have  loft  by  my  heart  was  put  together,  it  would 
make  a      but  no  matter  for  that. 

honeyw.  Don't  account  it  loll,  Mr.  Twitch.  The 
ingratitude  of  the  world  can  never  deprive  us  of  the 
confcious  happinefs  of  having  aftcd  with  humanity 
Qurfelves, 

B^liff,  Humanity,  Sir,  is  a  jewel*  Its  better  than' 
gold.  I  love  humaimy.  People,  may  fay,  that  we,  in 
our  way,  have  no  humanity  but  I'll  (hew  you  my 
humanity  this  mcn:ent.  There's  my  follower  here, 
little  Flanigan,  with  a  wife  and  four  children,  a- 
guinea  or  two  would  be  more  to  him,  than  twice  as 
much  to  another.  Now,  as  I  can't  fhew  him  ar.y 
humanity  myfeif,  I  muft  beg  leave  you'll  do  \l 
for  me. 

Homyw,  I  afTure  you,  Mr,  Twitch,  your's  is  a  moft 
pov/eiful  reconimcndatioa  (r-'^'*^^  money  to  thefoUo'ivcr), 

.Bailiff. 
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Bailiff,  Sir,  you're  a  gentleman.  I  fee  you  know 
what  to  do  with  your  money.  But,  to  bufinefs  :  we 
are  to  bewiihyou  here  as  your  friends,  I  fuppofe.  But 
fet  in  cafe  company  comes. — Little  Flanigan  here,  to 
be  fure,  has  a  good  face;  a  very  good  face :  but  then, 
he  is  a  little  feedy,  as  we  fay  among  us  that  practice 
the  law.  Not  well  in  cloaths.  Smoke  the  pocket 
holes. 

Honeyw.  Well,  that  fhall  be  remedied  without 
delay. 

Enter  Servant.  \ 

Servant,  Sir,  Mifs  Richland  is  below. 

Honeyw,  How  unlucky.  Detain  her  a  moment.  We 
mud  improve,  my  good  friend,  little  Mr.  Flanigan'^ 
appearance  firft.  Here,  let  Mr.  Flanigan  have 
a  fuit  of  my  cloaths — quick — the  brown  and  filvcT 
—Do  you  hear  ^ 

Servant,  That  your  honour  gave  away  to  the 
begging  gentleman  that  makes  verfes,  bccaufe  it 
was  as  good  as  new. 

Honeyw.  The  white  and  gold  then. 

Servant.  That  your  honour,  I  made  bold  to  fell, 
becaufe  it  was  good  for  nothing. 

Honeyw.  Well,  the  firfb  that  comes  to  hand  then. 
The  blue  and  gold.  1  believe  Mr.  Flanigan  will  look 
be  ft  i  n  b  1  u e .  [  Exit  'Flanigan, 

Bailiff,  Rabbit  me,  but  little  Flanigan  will  look 
well  in  any  thing.  Ah,  if  your  honour  knew  that 
bit  of  flefh  as  well  as  I  do,  you'd  be  perfedliy  in  love 
with  him.  There's  not  a  prettycr  icout  in  the  four 
counties  after  a  fhy-cock  than  he.  Scents  like  a 
hound  ;  fticks  Itke  a  weazle.  He  was  mailer  of  the 
ceremonies  to  the  black  queen  of  Moroco  when  I 
took  him  to  follow  me.  {Re-enter  Flanigan  )  Heh, 
ccod,  I  think  he  looks  fo  well,  that  I  don't  care  if  I 
have  a  fuit  from  the  lame  place  for  myfclfi 

Honeyw,  Well,  well,  I  hear  the  lady  coming.  Dear 
Mr.  Twitch,  1  beg  you'll  give  your  friend  diredions 

F  nu; 
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not  to  rpeak:  As  for  yourfelf,  I  know  you  will  fay  no- 
thing without  being  directed. 

Baihff.  Never  you  fear  me,  I'l]  Ihew  the  Lady 
that  I  have  fomething  to  fay  for  my  felt  as  well  as 
anoth.er.  One  man  has  one  way  of  talking,  and 
another  man  has  another,  that's  all  the  difference 
between  them. 

Enter  Mifs  Richland  and  her  Maid. 

Mifs  Rich,  You'll  be  furprifed.  Sir,  with  this  vifit. 
But  you  know  I'm  yet  to  thank  you  for  chufing  my 
little  library. 

Homyiv.  Thanks,  Madam,  are  unneceflary,  as  ic 
^vas  I  that  was  obliged  by  your  commands.  Chairs 
here.  Two  of  my  very  good  friends,  Mr.  Twitch 
2  A  Mr.  Flanigan.  Pray,  gentlemen,  fit  without 
ceremony. 

Mijs  Rich.  Who  can  thefe  odd  looking  men  be!  I. 
fear  ir  is  as  I  was  informed.    It  mud  be  fo.  [J/Ide, 

Bailiff,  {after  a  paufe)  Pretty  weather,  ve^  pretty 
weather  for  the  time  of  the  year,  Madam. 

Follower,  Very  good  circuit  weather  in  the  country. 

Honeyw,  You  officers  are  generally  favourites  a- 
mong  the  ladies.  My  friends.  Madam,  have  been 
upon  very  difagreeable  duty,  I  affure  you.  The  fair 
fhould,  in  fome  meafure,  recompgnce  the  toils  of  the 
brave.  ^ 

Mifs  Rich,  Our  officers  do  indeed  deferve  every 
favour.  The  gentlemen  are  in  the  marine  fervice^ 
I  prefume,  Sir  ?j 

^  Hor,eyw,  \Vhy,  Madam,  they  do— occafionally 
ferve  in  the  Fleet,  Madam.    A  dangerous  fervice. 

Mifs  Rich.  Fmtoldfo.  And  I  own,  it  has  often  fur- 
prifed  me,  that,  while  we  have  had  fo  many  inftances 
of  bravery  there,  we  have  had  fo  few  of  wit  at  home 
to  praifeit. 

Honeyw.  I  grant,  Madam,  that  our  poets  have  not 
written  as  our  foldiers  have  fought  but,  they  have 
done  all  they  could,  and  Hawke  or  Amherft, could 
do.no  more. 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Rich.  Fm  quite  difpleafed  when  I  fee  a  fine 
fubje6l  fpoiled  by  a  dull  writer. 

Honey w.  We  fhould  not  be  fo  feverc  agalnnrdull 
writers,  Madam.  It  is  ten  to  one,  but  the  dulled 
writer  exceeds  the  moft  rigid  French  critic  wiio  pre- 
iumes  to  defpife  him. 

follower.  Damn  the  French,  the  parle  vous,  and* 
all  that  belongs  to  them. 

MtfsRich,  Sir! 

Honeydu.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  honefl:  Mr.  Flanigan.  A 
true  Englifli  officer.  Madam-,  he's  not  contented  with 
beating  the  French,  but  he  will  fcoldthem  coo. 

M:fs  Rich.  Yet,  Mr.  Honeywood,  this  does  not 
convince  me  but  that  feverity  in  criticifmis  necciiary. 
It  was  our  firft  adopting  the  leverity  of  French  tafte, 
that  has  brought  them  in  turn  to  talle  us. 

Bailiff.  Tatte  us !  By  the  Lord,  Madam,  they  de- 
vour as.  Give  Monleers  but  a  tafte,  and  I'll  be 
damn*d,  but  they  come  in  for  a  bellyful. 

Mifs  Rich.  Very  extraordinary  this, 

Follo'ucer.  But  very  true.  What  makes  the  bread 
fifing,  the  parle  vous  that  devour  us.  V/hat  makes 
the  mutton  fivepence  a  pound,  the  parle  vous  th.\t  eat 
it  up.  What  makes  the  beer  three  pence  halfpenny 
a  pot  — 

Honeyw.  Ah  the  vulgar  rogues,  all  will  be  out.' 
Right,  gentlemen,  very  right  upon  my  word,  and 
quite  to  the  purpofe.  They  drav/  a  parallel.  Madam, 
between  the  mental  tafte,  and  that  of  our  fenfes.  We 
are  injur'd  as  much  by  French  feverity  in  the  one,  as 
by  French  rapacity  in  the  other.  That's  their 
meaning. 

Mifs  Rich.  Tho*  I  don't  fee  the  force  of  the  pa- 
rallel, yet,  I'll  own,  that  we  ftiould  Ibmetimes  par- 
don books,  as  we  do  our  friends,  that  have  now  and 
then  agreeable  abfurdiiies  to  recommend  them. 

Bailiff,  That's  all  my  eye.  The  King  only  can 
pardon,  as  the  law  fays:  for  fet  in  cafe  

tloneyw.  Tm  quite  of  your  opinion,  Sir.  I  f*e  the 
the  whole  drift  of  your  argument.    Yes,  certainly 

F  z  our 
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our  prefuming  to  pardon  any  work,  is  arrogating  a 
power  that  belongs  to  another.  IF  all  have  power  to 
condemn,  what  writer  can  be  free  ? 

Bailiff.  By  his  habus  corpus.  His  habus  corpus 
can  i'et  him  free  at  any  time.    For  fet  in  cafe — 

Honeyjo,  Tm  obliged  to  you,  Sir,  for  the  hint.  If, 
-Maiiam,  as  my  friend  obferves,  our  laws  are  fo  care- 
ful of  a  gentleman's  perfon,  fure  we  ought  to  be 
equally  careful  of  his  dearer  part,  his  fame- 

Follo'xer.  Ay,  but  if  fo  be  a  man's  nabb'd,  you 
know  

Honeyiv.  Mr.  Flanigan,  if  you  fpoke  for  ever,  you 
could  not  improve  the  laft  obfervation.  For  my 
own  part,  I  think  it  conclufive. 

Bailiff.  As  for  the  matter  of  that,  mayhap — 
HoneyW'  Nay,  Sir,  give  me  leave  in  this  inftancc 
to  be  pofitive.  For  where  is  the  necelFity  of  cenfur- 
ing  works  without  genius,  which  muft  fhortly  fmk 
of  themielvcs  :  what  is  it,  but  aiming  our  unnecef- 
fary  blow  againft  a  vidim  already  under  the  hands  of 
juftice  ? 

Bailiff.  Juftice!  O,  by  the  elevens,  if  you  talk 
about  juftice,  I  think  I  am  at  home  there  j  for,  in  a 
courfe  of  law  

Honcyjo.  My  dear  Mr.  Twitch,  I  difcern  what 
you'd  be  at  perfcdlly,  and  I  believe  the  lady  muft  be 
ienfible  of  the  arc  with  which  it  is  introduced.  I 
fuppofe  you  perceive  the  meaning,  Madam,  of  his 
courfe  of  law. 

MijS  Rich.  I  proteft,  Sir,  I  do  not.  I  perceive 
only  that  you  anfwer  one  gentleman  before  he  has 
^iniihed,  and  the  other  before  he  has  well  begun. 

Bailiff.  Madam,  you  area  gentlewoman,  and  I  will 
make  the  m.acter  out.  This  here  queftion,  is  about 
feverity  and  juftice,  and  pardon,  and  the  like  of  they. 
Now  to  explain  the  thing  — 

Uoneyju.  O  !  curfe  your  explanations.  [JJide, 


Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Servant,  Mr.  Leontine,  Sir,  below,  defires  tofpeak 
>?yith  you  upon  earned  biifinefs. 

Honeyw,  That's  lucky  {afide).  Dear  Madam,  you'll 
excufe  me,  and  my  good  friends  here,  for  a  few 
minutes.  There  are  books.  Madam,  to  amufc  you. 
Come,  gentlemen,  you  know  I  make  no  ceremony 
with  fuch  friends.  After  you,  Sir.  Excufe  me. 
Well,  if  I  muft.  But,  I  know  your  natural  police- 
nefs. 

Bailiff.  Before  and  behind,  you  know. 

Follower.  Ay,  ay,  before  and  behind,  before  and  be- 
hind.       [Exeunt  Honeywood,  Bailiff,  Follower, 

Mifs  Rich.  What  can  all  this  mean.  Garnet } 

Garnet.  Mean,  Madam?  why,  what  (hould  it  mean, 
but  what  Mr.  Lofty  fent  you  here  to  fee?  Thefe 
people  he  calls  officers,  are  officers  fure  enough : 
flieriff's  officers ;  bailiffs,  Madam. 

Mifs  Rich.  Ay,  it  is  certainly  lb.  Well,  tho'  his 
perplexities  are  far  from  giving  me  pleafure  yet,  I 
own  there's  fomething  very  ridiculous  in  them,  and 
a  jufl:  puniffiment  for  his  diffmiulation. 

Garnet.  And  fo  they  are.  But  I  wonder.  Madam, 
that  the  lawyer  you  juft  employed  to  pay  his  debts, 
and  fet  him  free,  has  not  done  it  by  this  time.  He 
ought  at  leaft  to  have  been  here  before  now.  But 
lawyers  are  always  mote  ready  to  get  a  man  into 
troubles,  than  out  of  them. 

Enter  Sir  William. 

SirM'^iIl.  For  Mifs  Richland  to  undertake  fetting 
him  free,  I  own,  was  quite  unexpe<fted.  It  has 
totally  unhinged  my  Ichemes  to  reclaim  him.  Yet, 
it  gives  me  pleafure  to  find,  that  among,  a  number 
of  worthlcfs  fricndfl^ips,  he  has  made  one  acquifitica 
oi  real  value  ;  fur  there  mufl:  be  fome  lofter  paf- 
fion  on  her  fide  that  prompts  this  gcnerofity.  Ha  ! 
here  before  jne:  I'll  endeavour  to  found  her  affections. 

Madam, 
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Madcim,  as  I  am  the  perlbn  that  have  had  feme  de- 
mands upon  the  gentleman  of  tiiis  houfc,  I  hope 
you'Jl  excufc  me^  if,  before  I  enlarged  him,  I  wanted 
to  fee  vourfclf. 

Alifs  Rich.  The  precaution  was  very  nnneceflary. 
Sir.  1  fuppofe  your  wants  were  only  fuch  as  my 
agent  had  power  to  fatisfy. 

Sir  t^ill.  Partly,  Madam.  But,  I  was  alfo  willing 
you  (hould  be  fully  apprized  of  the  chara(5ler  of  the 
gentleman  you  intended  to  lerve. 

Mifs  Rich.  It  m,uft  com.e.  Sir,  with  a  very  ill  grace 
from  you.  To  cenfure  it,  after  what  you  have  done, 
would  look  like  malice    and  to  fpeak  favourably  of 

charadler  you  have  opprefTed,  would  be  impeaching 
your  own.  And  fure,  his  tendernefs,  his  humanity, 
his  univerfal  friendlhip,  may  atone  for  many  faults. 

Sir  WtlL  That  friendfliip,  Madam,  which  is  exert- 
ed in  too  wide  a  fphere,  becomes  totally  ufelefs.  Our 
bounty,  like  a  drop  of  water,  difappears  when  dif- 
fufed  too  widely.  They,  who  pretend  moft  to  this 
univerfal  benevolence>,  are  either  deceivers,  or  dupes. 
Men  who  defire  to  cover  their  private  ill- nature,  by 
a  pretended  regard  for  all  ;  or,  men  who,  reaioning 
themfelves  into  falfe  feelings,  are  mere  earneft  \\\ 
purfuitof  fplendid,  than  ofufeful  virtues. 

Mifs.  Rich.  I  an:  furprifed,  Sir,  to  hear  one  who 
has  probably  been  a  gainer  by  the  folly  of  others,  fo 
fevere  in  his  cenfure  of  it. 

Sir  Will.  Whatever  I  may  have  gained  by  folly. 
Madam,  you  fee  I  am  willing  to  prevent  your  lofing 
bv  ir. 

Mifs  Rich.  Your  cares  for  me,  Sir,  are  unnecefiary, 
I  always  fufpe6l  thofe  fervices  which  are  denied  where 
they  are  wanted,  and  offered,  perhaps,  in  hopes  of  a 
refufdh  No,  Sir,  my  diredions  have  been  given, 
and  I  infill  upon  their  being  complied  with. 

Sir  WiiL  Thou  aniiable  woman.  I  can  no  longer 
contain  the  exprefTions  of  my  oratuude :  my  plca- 
fvire.  You  fee  before  you,  one  who  has  been  equally 
careful  of  his  intercft :  one,  who  has  for  fome  time 

I  been 
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been  a  concealed  fpedator  of  his  follies,  and  only 
punifhed,  in  hopes  ro  reclaini  them — His  uncle. 

Mijs  Rich.  Sir  William  Honey  wood  !  YoU  amaze 
me.  How  (hall  I  conceal  my  confufion  ?  I  fear,  Sir, 
you'll  think  i  have  been  too  forward  in  my  fervices. 
I  confefs  I  

Sir  Will.  Don't  make  any  apologies,  Madam.  I 
only  fihd  myfelf  unable  to  repay  the  obligation.  And 
yet,  I  have  been  trying  my  intereft  of  late  to  fcrve 
you.  Having  learnr.  Madam,  that  you  had  fome 
demands  upon  government,  I  have,  tho'  unaflced, 
been  your  foiicitor  there. 

Mifs  Rich,  Sir,  I'm  infinitely  obliged  to  your  in- 
tentions. But  my  guardian  has  employed  another 
gCFcleman  who  afiiires  him  of  fuccefs. 

Sir  Will.  Who,  the  important  little  man  that  v'xTms 
here  !  Trufi:  me.  Madam,  he's  quite  contemptible 
among  men  in  power,  and  utterly  unable  to  ferve 
you.  Mr.  Lofty's  promifes  are  much  better  known 
to  people  of  fafiiion,  than  his  perfon,  T  afTure  you. 

M^fs  Rich.  How  have  Vv^e  been  deceived  !  As  furc 
as  caii  be,  here  he  comes. 

Sir  WilL  Dees  he!  Remember  I'm  to  continue 
unknown.  My  return  to  England  has  not  as  yet  beeii 
made  public.    With  what  impudence  he  enters  ] 

Enter  Lofty* 

Lofiy.  Let  the  chariot — ler  my  chariot  drive  ofF, 
I'll  vifit  to  his  Grace's  in  a  chair.  Mifs  Richland 
here  before  me  !  Punftual,  as  ufual,  to  the  calls  of 
humanity.  I'm  very  forry,  Madam,  things  of  this  kind 
fhould  happen,  clpecially  to  a  man  1  have  fliewn 
every  where,  and  carried  amongft  us  as  a  particular 
acquaintance.. 

Mifs  Rich.  I  find.  Sir,  you  have  the  art  of  making 
the  misfortunes  of  others  your  own. 

Lofiy.  My  dear  Madam,  what  can  a  private  man 
like  me  do  ?  One  man  can't  do  every  thing-,  and 
then,  I  do  fo  much  in  this  way  every  day  :  Let  me 
fee,  fomething  confidtrable  might  be  done  for  him 

by 
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by  fubfcripnon  ;  it  could  not  fail  if  I  carried  the  lid. 
ril  undertake  to  fet  down  a  brace  of  Dukes,  two 
dozen  Lords,  and  half  the  lower  huufe,  at  my  own 
peril. 

SirlVill.  And  after  all,  its  more  than  probable. 
Sir,  he  might  rejed:  the  offer  of  fuch  pov;erful  pa- 
tronage. 

Lefty.  Then,  Madam,  what  can  we  do  ?  Yoa 
knov/  I  never  make  promifes.  In  truth,  I  onre  or 
twice  tried  to  do  fomething  with  him  in  the  way  of 
bufinefs  bur,  as  I  often  told  his  uncle.  Sir  William 
Honeywood,  the  man  was  utterly  impracticable. 

Sir  IVill.  His  uncle  !  Then  that  gentleman,  I  fup- 
pofe,  is  a  particular  friend  of  yours. 

Lofty.  Meaning  me.  Sir  } — Yes,  Madam,  as  I  often 
faid,  my  dear  Sir  William,  you  are  lenfible  I  would 
do  any  thing  as  far  as  my  poor  inrerefb  goes,  to  ferve 
your  family  •,  but  what  can  be  done  ;  there's  no 
procuring  firft  rate  places,  for  ninth  rate  abilities. 

Mifs  Rich,  I  have  heard  of  Sir  William  Honey- 
wood  •,  he's  abroad  in  employment;  he  confided  in 
your  judgment,  I  fuppofe. 

Lofty.  Why,  yes.  Madam ;  I  believe  Sir  W^illjani 
had  fome  reafon  to  confide  in  my  judgment  ;  one 
little  reafon,  perhaps. 

Alifs  Rich.  Pray,  Sir,  what  was  it  ? 

hofty.  Why,  Madam — but  let  it  go  no  further- 
it  was  I  procured  him  his  place. 

Sir  mil.  D.d  you.  Sir? 

Lofty.  Either  you  or  I,  Sir. 

Mif  Rich.  This,  Mr.  Lofty,  was  very  kind,  indeed. 

Lofty.  1  did  love  him,  to  be  fure  j  he  had  fome 
amufing  qualities  ;  no  man  was  fitter  to  be  toaft- 
mafter  to  a  club,  or  had  a  better  head. 

Mifs  Rich.  A  better  head  ? 

Lofty.  Ay,  at  a  bottle.  To  be  fare,  he  was  as  duH 
as  a  choice  fpirit-,  but  hang  it,  he  was  grateful,  very 
grateful;  and  gratitude  hides  a  multitude  of  faults. 

Sir  JV ill.  He  might  have  reafon,  perhaps.  His 
place  is  prcctv  conuderablc,  I'm  told. 

lofty. 
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Lofty.  A  trifle,  a  mere  trifle,  among  us  men  of  bufi- 
nefs.  The  truth  is,  he  wanted  dignity  to  fill  up  a 
greater. 

Sir  IVilL  Dignity  of  perfon,  do  you  mean,  Sir? 
I'm  told  he's  much  about  my  fize  and  figure.  Sir. 

Lofty.  Ay,  tail  enough  for  a  marching  regiment; 
but  then  he  wanted  a  fomething — a  confequence  of 
form — a  kind  of  a — I  believe  the  Lady  perceives  my 
meaning. 

Mifs  Rich.  O  perfedlly  ;  you  courtiers  can  do  any 
thing,  I  fee. 

Lofty.  My  dear  Madam,  all  this  is  but  a  mere 
exchange  •,  we  do  greater  things  for  one  another 
every  day.  Why,  as  thus,  now  :  let  me  fuppofe 
you  the  firll  lord  of  the  trcafury,  you  have  an  em- 
ployment in  you  that  I  want  1  have  a  place  in  me 
that  you  want;  do  me  here,  do  you  there  :  intcreii 
of  both  fides,  few  words,  flat,  done  and  done,  and 
its  over. 

Sir  Will.  A  thought  flrikes  me.  { Afide.)  Now  you 
mention  Sir  William  Honeyvvood,  Madam  ;  and  as 
he  leems.  Sir,  an  acquaintance  of  yours  \  you'll  be 
glad  to  hear  he's  arrived  from  Italy;  I  had  it  from  a 
friend  who  knows  him  as  well  as  he  does  me,  ;md 
you  may  depend  on  my  information. 

Lofty.  The  devil  he  is  !  If  I  had  known  that,  we 
Ihould  not  have  been- quite  fo  well  acquainted.  {Ajidg,) 

Sir  Will.  He  is  certainly  return'd  ,  and  as  this 
gentleman  is  a  friend  of  yours,  he  can  be  of  fignal 
lervice  to  us,  by  introducing  me  to  him  ;  there  are 
fome  papers  relative  to  your  affairs,  that  require  dif- 
patch  and  his  infpedion. 

A^ifs  Rich.  This  gentleman,  Mr.  Lofty,  is  a  per* 
fon  employed  in  my  affairs:  I  know  you'll  ferve  us. 

Lofty.  My  dear  Madam,  I  live  but  to  ferve  you. 
Sir  William  lhall  even  wait  upon  him,  if  you  think 
proper  to  command  it. 

Sir  Will,  i  hat  would  be  quite  unnecefTary. 

Lofty.  VVdi,  we  mull  introduce  you  then.  Call 
upon  me — let  me  ice — ay,  in  two  days. 

Q  Sir 

4 


42       THE  GOOD  NATUR'D  MAN. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  or  the  opportunity  will  be  loft  for 
ever. 

Lofty,  Well,  if  it  mud  be  now,  now  let  it  be. 
But  damn  it,  that's  unfortunate  ;  my  lord  Grig's 
curs'd  Penfacolabufiners  comes  on  this  very  hour,  and 
I'm  cngiged  to  attend — another  time — 

Sir  JVill.  A  fliort  letter  to  Sir  William  will  do. 

Lofty.  You  (hall  have  it  yet,  in  my  opinion,  a 
letter  is  a  very  bad  way  of  going  to  work ;  face  to 
face,  that's  my  way. 

Sir  Will.  The  letter,   Sir,  will  do  quite  as  well. 

Lofty.  Zounds,  Sir,  do  you  pretend  to  diredt  me 
dired  me  in  the  bufinefs  of  office  ?  Do  you  know  me. 
Sir  ?  who  am  I  ? 

Mifs  Rich.  Dear  Mr.  Lofty,  this  requeft  is  not  fo 
much  his  as  mine ;  if  my  commands — but  you  de- 
fpife  my  power. 

Lofty.  Delicate  creature  I  your  commands  could" 
even  controul  a  debate  at  midnight  \  to  a  power  fo 
conftitutional,  I  am  all  obedience  and  tranquility. 
Fie  fhall  have  a  letter ;  where  is  my  fecretary  ?  Du- 
bardieu  !  And  yet,  I  protefi:  I  don't  like  this  way  of 
doing  bufinefs.  I  think  if  I  fpoke  firft  to  Sir  William 
— But  you  will  have  it  fo.        \E-xit  with  Mtfs  Rich. 

Sir  William,  alo?ie. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  This  too  is  one  of  my  ne- 
phew's hopeful  afTociates.  O  vanity,  thou  conftanc 
deceiver,  how  do  all  thy  efforts  to  exalt,  fervc  but 
to  fink  us.  Thy  falfe  colourings,  like  thofe  em- 
ployed to  heighten  beauty,  only  feem  to  mend  that 
bloom  which  they  contribute  to  deftroy.  I'm  not 
difpleafed  at  this  interview ;  expofing  this  fellov^'s 
impudence  to  the  contempt  it  dcferves,  may  be  of 
ufe  to  my  defign  ;  at  leaft,  if  he  can  rcfledj  it  wilt 
fee  of  ufc  to  himfelfv 
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Enter  Jar  vis. 

^ir  V/ilL  How  now,  Jarvis,  where's  your  mailer, 
my  nephew? 

Jarvis.  At  his  wirs  end,  I  believe ;  he's  fcarce 
gotten  out  of  one  fcrapc,  but  he's  running  his  head 
into  anorher. 

Sir  Will.  How  fo  ? 

Jarvis.  The  houfe  has  but  juft  been  cleared  of  the 
bailius,  and  now  he's  again  engaging  tooth  and  nail 
in  afTifting  old  Croaker's  fon  to  patch  up  a  clandef- 
tine  match  with  the  young  lady  that  pafles  in  the 
houfe  for  his  filler. 

S'r  Will.  Ever  bufy  to  ferve  others. 

Jarvis.  Ay,  any  body  but  himfelf.  The  young 
couple,  it  feems,  are  juft  ferting  out  for  Scotland, 
and  he  fupplies  them  with  money  for  the  journey. 

Sir  Will.  Money  !  how  is  he  able  to  fupply  others, 
who  has  fcarce  any  for  himfelf  ? 

Jarvis.  Why,  there  it  is ;  he  has  no  money,  that's 
true  ;  but  then,  as  he  never  faid  no  to  any  requeft  in 
his  life,  he  has  given  them  a  bill  drawn  by  a  friend 
of  his  upon  a  merchant  in  the  city,  which  I  am  to 
get  chang'd  •,  for  you  muft  know  that  I  am  to  go 
with  them  to  Scotland  myfelf. 

Sir  Will.  How! 

Jarvis.  It  feems  the  young  gentleman  is  obliged 
to  take  a  different  road  from  his  mitlrefs,  as  he  is  to 
call  upon  an  uncle  of  his  that  lives  out  of  the  way, 
in  order  to  prep^ire  a  place  for  tht- i»r  reception,  when 
they  return ;  fo  they  have  borrowed  me  from  my 
mafter,  as  the  propereft  perfon  to  attend  the  young 
lady  down. 

Sir  Will.  To  the  land  of  matrimony  !  A  pleafant 
journey,  Jarvis. 

Jarvis.  Ay,  but  Tm  only  to  have  all  the  fatigues 
on't. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  it  may  be  fliorter,  and  lefs  fatiguing, 
than  you  imagine.  I  know  but  too  much  of  the 
young  lady's  family  and  connexions,  whom  I  have 

G  2  fccq 
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fecn  abroad.  I  have  alfo  difcover'd  that  Mifs  Rich- 
land is  not  indifferent  to  my  thoiightlefs  nephew  ; 
and  will  endeavour,  the'  I  fear,  in  vain,  to  eliablilh 
that  connexion.  But,  come,  the  letter  I  wait  for 
mult  be  almoft  finilh'd  •,  I'll  let  you  further  into  my 
intentions,  in  the  next  room.  [Exeuni^ 


End  of  the  Third  Act^ 
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ACT    THE  FOURTH. 

Scene     Croaker* s  Houfe, 

Lofty. 

Lofty.  Well,  fure  the  devil's  in  me  of  late,  for 
running  my  head  into  fuch  defiles,  as  nothing  but  a 
genius  like  my  own  could  draw  me  from.  I  was 
formerly  contented  to  hufband  out  my  places  and 
penfions  v/ith  fome  degree  of  frugality  •,  but,  curfe  it, 
of  late  I  have  given  away  the  whole  Court  Regifter  in 
lefs  time  than  they  could  print  the  title  page  ;  yet, 
hang  it,  why  fcruple  a  lie  or  two  to  come  at  a  fine 
girl,  when  1  every  day  tell  a  thoufand  for  nothing. 
Ha  I  Honeywood  here  before  me.  Could  Mils  Rich- 
land have  fethim  at  liberty  ? 

Enter  Honeywood. 

Mr.  Honeywood,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  abroad 
again.  I  find  my  concurrence  was  not  neceflary  in 
your  unfortunate  affairs.  I  had  put  things  in  a  train 
to  do  your  bufmefs  ;  but  it  is  not  for  me  to  fay  what 
I  intended  doing, 

Honeyw.  It  was  unfortunate  indeed.  Sir.  But  what 
adds  ,to  my  uneaiinefs  is,  that  while  you  feem  to  be 
acquainted  with  my  misfortune,  I,  myfelf,  continue 
ftill  a  itranger  to  my  benefadlor. 

Lofty,  How !  not  know  the  friend  that  ferved  you  ? 

Honeyw.  Can't  guefs  at  the  perfon. 

Lofty.  Enquire. 

Honeyw.  I  have,  but  all  I  can  learn  is,  that  he 
chufes  to  remain  concealed,  and  that  all  enquiry  mull 
be  fruit  lefs 

Lofty.  Mud  be  fruitlels  ? 

Jlomyw.  Abfolutcly  fruitl^^^fs, 

l^ofty.  Sure  of  that? 

Honeyw, 
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Hoyieyzv,  Very  fare. 

J^ofty.  Then  I'll  be  damn'd  if  you  (hall  ever  know 
it  from  mc. 

Honeyzv,  How,  Sir! 

i^ofty.  I  fuppofe  now,  Mr.  Honeyvvoocl,  you  think, 
my  rent-roll  very  confiderable,  and  that  I  have  vnft 
fums  of  money  to  throw  away  ;  I  know  you  do.  The  ~ 
world  to  be  fure  fays  fuch  things  of  me. 

Hcneyiv.  The  world,  by  what  I  learn,  is  no  ftran- 
ger  to  your  gencroncy.    But  v..:here  docs  this  tend  ? 

Lofty.  To  nothing;  nothing  in  the  world.  The 
tov^^n,  to  be  fui'e,  when  it  makes  fixh  a  ihing  as  me 
the  fabjeft  of  converfatiqn,  has.  aflerted,  that  I  never 
TCt  patronized  a  man  of  nierit. 

llomYJj,  I  have  heard  inftances  to  the  contrary, 
even  from  yciirfelf. 

Lofty.  Yes,  Honeywoo'1,  and  there  are  infbances  to 
the  contrary,  that  you  fliall  never  hear  from  myfelf. 

Honey w.  Ha.  dear  Sir,  permit  me  to  alk  you  but 
one  queiiion. 

Lofty,  Sir,  aflc  me  no' queilions:  I  fay.  Sir,  afK 
me  no  queflions  ;  I'll  be  damn'd,  if  I  anfwer  them. 

Honeyw.  I  will  afk  no  further.  My  friend,  my  he- 
nefa6lor,  it  is,  it  muft  be  here,  that  1  am  indebted 
for  freedom,  for  honour.  Yes,  thou  worthieft  of 
men,  from  the  beginning  I  fufpe^led  it,  but  was 
afraid  to  return  thanks;  which,  if  undeferved,  might; 
fcem  reproaches. 

Lcfcy,  I  protefl  I  don't  underhand  all  this,  Mr. 
Honey  wood.  You  treat  me  very  cavalierly.  I  do  alTure 
you.  Sir. — Blocd,  Sir,can't  a  man  be  permitted  to  enjoy 
the  luxury  of  his  own  feelings  without  all  this  parade.? 

Honeyw.  Nay,  do  not  attempt  to  conceal  an  adron 
that  adds  to  your  honour.  Your  looks,  your  air, 
your  manner,  all  confefs  it- 

Lofty.  Confefs  it!  Sir.  Torture  itfelf.  Sir,  fliall 
never  bring  me  to  confefs  it.  Mr.  Honeywood,  I 
have  admitted  you  upon  terms  of  friendlhip.  Don't 
let  us  fall  out ;  make  me  happy,  and  let  this  be 
buried  in  oblivion.    You  know  1  hate  oftentation ; 

you 
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you  know  I  do.  Come,  come,  Honey  wood,  you 
know  I  always  lov'd  to  be  a  friend,  and  not  a  patron. 
I  beg  this  may  make  no  kind  of  diftance  between 
us.  Come,  come,  you  and  I  mult  be  more  familiar — 
Indeed  we  muft. 

Hcneyd}.  Heavens  I  Can  I  ever  repay  fuch  friend- 
ihip  !  Is  there  any  way  !  Thou  befl  of  men,  can  1 
ever  return  the  obligation  ? 

Lofty,  A  bagarclle,  a  mere  bagatelle.  But  I  fee 
your  heart  is  labouring  to  be  grateful.  You  Ihall  be 
grateful.    It  would  be  cruel  to  difappoint  you. 

Homyw.  How  !  Teach  me  the  manner.    Is  there 
any  way  i* 

Lofty.  From  this  moment  you're  mine.    Yes,  my 
friend,  you  (hall  know  it — Fm  in  love. 
Honeyw,  And  can  I  afTifl:  you? 
Lofty.  Nobody  fo  well. 

Honeyw,  In  what  manner  ?  Fm  all  impatience. 
Lofty,  You  (ball  make  love  for  me. 
Honey And  to  whom  (ball  I  fpeakin  your  favour? 
Lofty,  To  a  lady  with  whom  you  have  great  in- 
tereft,  I  aflTure  yoa.    Mifs  Richland. 
Honeyw.  Mils  Richland  ! 

Lefty.  Yes,  Mifs  Richland.  She  fcas  ftruck  the 
blow  up  to  the  hilt,  in  my  bolbm,  by  Jupiter. 

Honeyw.  Heavens  !  was  ever  any  thing  more  un- 
fortunate !  It  is  too  much  to  be  endur'd. 

Lofty,  Unfortunate  indeed  !  And  yet  I  can  endure 
it,  till  you  have  opened  the  aftair  to  her  for  me. 
Between  ourfclvcs,  I  think  (he  likes  me.  I'm  not  ape 
to  boall,  but  I  think  flie  does. 

Houeyw.  Indeed  !  But  do  you  know  the  perfon 
you  apply  to  ? 

Lofty,  Yes,  I  know  you  are  her  friend  and  mine: 
that's  enough.  To  you,  therefore,  I  commit  the 
fuccefs  of  my  paHlon.  I'll  fay  nD  more,  let  fricnd- 
Ihip  do  the  rclt.  I  have  only  to  aJd,  that  if  at  any 
time  my  litile  intereft  can  be  of  fervice — but,  hang 
it,  I'll  make  no  promifes — you  know  mv  interell  is 
your's  at  any  time.  No  apologies,  my  friend.  Til 
not  be  anfwercd,  ic  fhall  be  fo.  {Exit. 
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HoncyiJ.  Open,  generous,  unfu (pending  man  !  H<? 
little  tliinks  that  1  love  her  too  and  with  kich  an  ar- 
dent pafTiOn  ! — But  then  it  was  ever  but  a  vain  and 
hoptlfls  0!:itr ;  my  torment,  my  perfccution  !  Whac 
fhall  I  do  !  Love,  triendrhip,  a  hopelci's  pafTion,  a 
dcferving  friend !  Love,  that  has  been  my  tor- 
mentor •,  a  friend,  that  has,  perhaps,  diftrefs'd  him- 
felf,  to  ferve  me.  It  (hall  be  fo.  Yes,  1  will  dif* 
card  the  fondling  hope  from  my  bofom,  and  exert  all 
my  influence  in  his  favour.  And  yet  to  fee  her  in 
the  polfelTion  of  another ! — Infupporcable.  But  then 
to  betray  a  generous,  trufting  friend  ! — Worfe,  worfe. 
Yes,  I'm  rcfolv'd.  Let  nie  but  be  the  inlirument  of 
their  happinefs,  and  then  quit  a  country,  where  I 
muft  for  ever  defpair  of  finding  my  own.  \^ExiU 

Enter  Olivia  ^z;/^/ Garnet,  uoko  carries  a  Milliner^ s 

Box, 

Olhia.  Dear  me,  I  wi(h  this  journey  were  over* 
No  news  of  Jarvis  yet I  believe  the  aid  peeviih 
creature  delays  purely  to  vex  me. 

Garnei.  Why,  to  be  fure,  Madam,  I  did  hear  him 
fay,  a  little  fnubbing  before  marriage,  would  teach 
you  to  bear  it  the  better  afterwards. 

Olivia,  To  be  gone  a  full  hour,  tho'  he  had  only 
to  get  a  bill  changed  in  the  city  !  How  provoking  ! 

Garnet.  Til  lay  my  life,  Mr.  Leoncine,  that  had 
twice  as  much  to  do,  is  fetting  off  by  this  time  from 
his  inn;  and  here  you  are  left  behind. 

Olivia^  Well,  let  us  be  prepar'd  for  his  coming, 
however.  Are  you  fure  you  have  omitted  nothing. 
Garnet  ^ 

Garr.et.  Not  a  fl'ck,  Madam — all's  here.  Yet  I 
v/i(h  you  could  take  the  v.'hite  and  filver  to  be  mar- 
ried in.  It's  the  worft  luck  in  the  world,  in  any 
thing  but  white.  I  knew  one  Bett  Smbbs,  of  our 
town,  that  was  married  in  red  ;  and,  as  fure  as  eggs 
is  eggs  the  bridegroom  and  Ihc  had  a  miff  before 
morning. 

Olivia,  No  matter.  I'm  all  Impatience  till  wc  are 
cut  ©f  the  houfe. 
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Garnet.  Blefs  me.  Madam,  '  I  had  almoft  forgot  the 
wedding  ring! — The  Iweet  little  thing — I  don't 
think  it  would  go  on  my  little  finger.  And  what  if 
1  put  in  a  gentleman's  night-cap,  in  cafe  of  necelTuy, 
Madam  ?  But  here's  Jarvis. 

Enter  Jar  vis. 

Olivia.  O,  Jarvis,  are  you  come  at  laft  ?  We  have 
been  ready  this  half  hour.  Now  let's  be  going. 
Let  us  fly  1 

Jarvis.  Aye,  to  Jericho  ;  for  we  (hall  have  no  go- 
ing to  Scotland  this  bout,  I  fancy. 

Olivia.  How  !  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jarvis.  Money,  money,  i.^  the  matter,  Madam. 
We  have  got  no  money.  What  the  plague  do  you 
fend  me  of  your  fool's  errand  for  ?  My  mailer's  bill 
upon  the  city  is  not  worth  a  rufh.  Here  it  is  Mrs. 
Garnet  may  pin  up  her  hair  with  it. 

Olivia.  Undone  I  How  could  Honeywood  ferve 
us  To  !  What  (hall  we  do  ?  Can't  we  go  without  it  ? 

Jarvis.  Go  to  Scotland  without  money !  To 
Scotland  without  money  !  Lord  how  fome  people 
underftand  geography  !  We  might  as  well  fet  fail  for 
Patagonia  upon  a  cork  jacket. 

Olivia.  Such  a  difappointment  !  What  a  bafe  in- 
fincere  man  was  your  mailer,  to  ferve  us  in  this 
manner.    Is  this  his  good  nature  ? 

Jarvis.  Nay,  don'c  talk  ill  of  my  matter.  Madam. 
I  won't  bear  to  hear  any  body  talk  ill  of  hini  but 
mvfclf. 

Garnet.  Blefs  us !  now  I  think  on't.  Madam,  you 
need  not  be  under  any  uneafuiefs  :  I  faw  Mr.  Leon- 
tine  receive  forty  guineas  from  his  fatiier  juft  before 
he  fet  out,  and  he  can't  yet  have  left  the  inn.  A  fhoft 
letter  will  reach  him  there. 

Olivia.  Well  remember'd,  Garnet  •,  I'll  write  im- 
mediately. How's  this  1  Blefs  me,  my  hand  trem- 
bles fo  I  can't  write  a  word.  Do  you  wrjtc,  Garnet  ; 
and,  upon  fccond  thought  it  will  be  better  from  yon. 

Garntt.  Truly,  madam,  I  write  and  indite  but 
poorly.    I  never  waskute  at  my  laming,    but  I'll  do 

H  what 
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what  I  can  to  pleafe  you.  Let  me  fee.  All  out  of 
my  own  head,  I  fuppole  ? 

Olivia.  Whatever  you  pleafe. 

Garnet,  {('Vriting.)  Mufter  Croaker, — Twenty 
guineas,  Madam  ? 

Olivia.  Ay,  twenty  will  do. 

Garnet.  At  the  bar  of  the  Talbot  till  call'd  for. 
Expedition — will  be  blown  up — All  of  a  flame — 
Quick,  difpatch — Cupid,  the  little  God  of  Love — 
I  conclude  it,  madam,  with  Cupid,  I  love  to  fee  a 
love  letter  end  like  poetry. 

Olivia.  Well,  well,  what  you  pleafe,  any  thing. 
But  how  (hall  we  fend  it  ?  I  can  truft  none  of  the 
fervants  of  this  family. 

Garnet.  Odfo,  Madam,  Mr.  Honeywood's  butler 
is  In  the  next  room  j  he's  a  dear,  fweet  man  \  he'll 
do  any  thing  for  me. 

Jarvis.  He  !  the  dog,  he'll  certainly  commit  fomc 
blunder.    He's  drunk  and  fober  ten  times  a  day. 

Olivia.  No  matter.  Fly,  Garnet  \  any  body  we 
can  truft  will  do.  \_Exit  Garnet.]  Well,  Jarvis,  now 
we  can  have  nothing  more  to  interrupt  us.  You  may 
fake  up  the  things,  and  carry  them  on  to  the  inn. 
Have  you  no  hands,  Jarvis  ? 

Jarvis.  Soft  and  fair,  young  lady.  You,  that  are 
going  to  be  married,  think  things  can  never  be  done 
too  faft  :  but  we  that  are  old,  and  know  what  w^ 
are  about,  muft  elope  methodically.  Madam. 

Olivia.  Well,  fure,  if  my  indifcretions  were  to  be 
done  over  again  

Jarvis.  My  life  for  it  you  would  do  them  ten  times 
over. 

Olivia.  W^hy  will  you  talk  fo  ?  If  you  knew  how 
.  wnhappy  they  make  me — 

Jarvis.  Very  unhappy,  no  doubt:  Iwasoncejuft 
as  unhappy  when  I  v/as  going  to  be  married  myfelf, 
I'll  tell  you  a  ftory  about  that  

Olivia.  A  ftory  !  when  I'm  all  impatience  to  be 
av;ay.    W^as  there  ever  fuch  a  dilatory  creature  ! — ^ 

Jarvis.  Well,  Madam,  if  we  muft  march,  why  wc 
yrili  march  j  that's  all.    Tho',  odds  bobs  we  have  flill 

forgot 
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forgot  one  thing  we  (hould  never  travel  without — a 
cafe  of  good  razors,  and  a  box  of  (having-powdcr. 
But  no  matter,  I  believe  we  fhall  be  pretty  well  (haved 
by  the  way.  [Goingi 

Enter  Garnet. 

Garnet,  Undone,  undone.  Madam.  Ah,  Mr. 
Jarvis,  you  faid  right  enough.  As  fure  as  death 
Mr.  Honeywood's  rogue  of  a  drunken  butler, 
drop'd  the  letter  before  he  went  ten  yards  from  the 
door.  There's  old  Croaker  has  juft  pick'd  it  up, 
and  is  this  moment  reading  it  to  himfelf  in  the  hall, 

Olivia,  Unfortunate  !  We  (hall  be  difcover'd. 

Garnet,  No,  Madam  :  don't  be  uneafy,  he  caii 
make  neither  head  nor  tail  of  it.  To  be  fure  he  looks 
as  if  he  was  broke  loofe  from  Bedlam  about  it,  but 
he  can't  find  what  it  means  for  all  that.  O  Lud,  he 
is  coming  this  way  all  in  the  horrors  1 

Olivia,  Then  let  us  leave  the  houfe  this  inftant,  for 
fear  he  ftiould  afk  farther  queftions.  In  the  mean 
time,  Garnet,  do  you  write  and  fend  off  juft  fuch 
another.  [^Exetint, 

Enter  Croaker. 

Croaker,  Death  and  dellru6lion  !  Are  all  the  hor^ 
rors  of  air,  fire  and  water  to  be  levelled  only  at  me  1 
Am  I  only  to  be  fingled  out  for  gunpowder-plots^ 
combuftiblcs  and  conflagration  !  Here  it  is — An  in- 
cendiary letter  drop'd  at  my  door.  To  Aliijler  Croaker^ 
thefey  with  fpeed.  Ay,  ay,  plain  enough  the  di- 
rection :  all  in  the  genuine  incendiary  fpelling,  ajid 
as  cramp  as  the  devil.  IViih  fpeed,  O,  confound 
your  fpced.    But  let  me  read  it  once  more.  {Reads,) 

Mujlar  Croakar  as  fone  as  yoew  fee  this  leve  twenty 
gumes  at  the  bar  of  the  T alboot  tell  caled  for  or  yowe 
andyower  experetion  will  be  al  blown  up.  Ah,  but  too 
plain.  Blood  and  gunpowder  in  every  line  of  it. 
Blown  up !  murderous  dog  \  All  blown  up  !  Hea- 
vens !  what  have  I  and  my  poor  family  done,  to  be 
,all  blown  up  !  (reads.)  Our  pockets  arc  low,  and  mo- 
ney we  mufl  have.    Ay,  there's  the  rcafon  \  they'll 

Hz  blovV 
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blow  us  up,  beCciufe  they  have  got  low  pockets* 
(Reads.)  It  is  hut  a  Jhort  time  you  have  to  confider  ;  for 
if  this  takes  n'ind^  the  houfe  will  quickly  he  all  of  a 
flame.  Inhuman  monfters  !  blow  us  up,  and  then 
burn  us.  The  earthquake  at  Liibon  was  but  a  bon- 
fire to  it.  {Reads.)  Make  quick  difpatch^  and  fo  no 
more  at  prefent.  But  may  Cupid^  the  little  God  of  Love^ 
go  with  you  wherever  you  go.  The  little  God  of  Love  T 
Cupid,  the  little  God  of  Love  go  with  me!  Go  you 
to  the  devil,  you  and  your  little  Cupid  together  ; 
I'm  fo  frightned,  I  fcarce  know  whether  I  fit,  ftand, 
or  go.  Perhaps  this  moment  I'm  treading  on  lighted 
matches,  blazing  brimftone  and  barrels  of  gunpowder. 
They  are  preparing  to  blow  me  up  into  the  clouds. 
Murder !  We  lhall  be  all  burnt  in  our  beds  ^  wc 
lhall  be  all  burnt  in  our  beds. 

Enter  Mifs  Richland. 

^ifs  Rich.  Lord,  Sir,  what's  the  matter? 
Croaker.  Murder's  the  matter.    Wc  fball  be  all 
blown  up  in  our  beds  before  morning. 
Mifs  Rich.  I  hope  not,  Sir. 

Croaker,  What  fignif^es  what  you  hope.  Madam, 
\vhen  I  have  a  certificare  of  it  here  in  my  hand.  Will 
nothing  alarm  my  family  !  Sleeping  and  eating, 
fleeping  and  eating  is  the  only  woik  from  morning 
till  night  in  my  houfe.  My  infenfible  crew  could 
deep,  tho'  rock'd  by  an  earthquake  and  fry  beef 
fteaks  at  a  volcano. 

M?/}  i</V/6.  But,  Sir,  you  have  alarmed  them  fo 
often  already,  we  have  nothing  but  earthquakes, 
famines,  plagues  and  mad  dogs  from  year's  end  to 
year's  end.  You  remember,  Sir,  it  is  not  above  a 
month  ago,  y-ou  afTur'd  us  of  a  confpiracy  amiong  the 
bakers,  to  poifon  us  in  our  bread-,  and  fo  kept  the 
"whole  family  a  week  upon  potatoes. 

Croaker.  And  potatoes  v/ere  too  good  for  them. 
But  why  do  I  ftand  talking  here  with  a  girl,  when  I 
fhould  be  facing  the  enemy  without  ?  Here,  John, 
Nicodemus,  fearch  the  houfe.  Look  into  the  ceibrs, 
to  fee  if  there  be  any  ccaiburiibks  below  >  and  above, 

in 
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in  the  apartments,  that  no  matches  be  thrown  in  at 
the  windows.  Let  all  the  fires  be  put  out,  and  let 
the  engine  be  drawn  out  in  the  yard,  to  play  upon 
the  houfe  in  caie  of  ncceflity.  [Exif, 

Mifs  Richland  alone. 

TAifs  Rich,  What  can  he  mean  by  all  this  ?  Yer, 
why  fhould  I  enquire,  when  he  alarms  us  in  this 
manner  almoft  every  day  !  But  Honeywood  has  de- 
fired  an  interview  with  me  in  private.  What  can  he 
mean ;  or,  rather,  what  means  this  palpitation  at  hi-s 
approach !  It  is  the  firft  time  he  ever  Hiewed  any 
thing  in  his  condud  that  fcem'd  particular.  Sure  he 
cannot  mean  to — —  but  he's  here. 

Enter  Honeywood. 

Ho72eyw.  Iprefum'd  to  folicit  this  interview.  Ma- 
dam, before  I  left  town,  to  be  permitted — 

Mifs  Rich.  Indeed!  Leaving  town.  Sir? — 

Honeyw.  Yes,  Madam  perhaps  the  kingdom, 
I  have  prefumed,  I  fay,  to  define  the  favour  of  this 
interview — in  order  to  difclofe  fomething  which  our 
long  friendfhip  prompts.    And  yet  my  fears — 

Mifs  Rich.  His  fears!  What  are  his  fears  to  mine! 

We  have  indeed  been  long  acquainted,  Sir  very 
long.  If  I  remember,  our  firlt  nieeting  was  at  the 
French  AmbafTador's. — Do  you  recoiled:  how  you 
were  pleas'd  to  rally  me  upon  my  complexion  there  ? 

Honeyw.  Perfedtly,  Madam  •,  I  prefumM  to  reprove 
you  for  painting  :  but  your  warmer  blufhes  foon 
convinc'd  the  company,  that  the  colouring  was  ail 
from  nature. 

Mifs  Rich.  And  yet  you  only  meant  it,  in  your 
good  natur'd  way,  to  make  me  pay  a  compHment  to 
myfelf.  In  the  lame  manner  you  danc'd  that  night 
with  the  moft  aukward  woman  in  company,  becaufc 
you  fiiw  nobody  clfc  would  take  her  out. 

Honey^v.  Yes  ;  and  v/as  rewarded  the  n  xt  niglir, 
by  dancing  with  the  finelt  woman  in  company,  av ho m 
every  body  wiih'd  to  takeout. 

M!fs 
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Mifs  Rich.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  thought  fo  then,  t 
fear  yourjudgmenc  has  fince  corre<^ted  the  errors  of 
a  firft  imprclTion.  We  generally  Ihcw  to  mod  advan- 
tage at  firft.  Our  Tex  are  like  poor  tradefmen,  that 
put  all  their  bell  goods  to  be  fccn  at  the  windows. 

Hcneyvj,  The  firft  imprefTion,  Madam,  did  indeed 
deceive  me.  I  expedled  to  find  a  woman  with  all  the 
faults  of  conkious  flattered  beauty.  I  expected  to 
find  her  vain  and  infolent.  But  every  day  has  fince 
taught  me  that  it  is  poflible  to  pofiefs  fenfe  without 
pride,  and  beauty  without  aflfe(5lation, 

Mifs  Rich.  This,  Sir,  is  a  ftyle  very  unufual  v^^ith 
Mr.  Honey  wood ;  and  I  ftiould  be  glad  to  know 
why  he  thus  attempts  to  encreafe  that  vanity,  which 
his  own  leflbns  hath  taught  me  to  defpife. 

Honeyw.  I  a(k  pardon,  Madam.  Yer,  from  our 
long  friendfhip,  I  prefumed  I  might  have  fomc  right 
to  offer,  without  offence,  what  you  may  refufc  with- 
out offending. 

Mifs  Rich.  Sir !  I  beg  you'd  refledl ;  tho',  I  fear, 
I  ftiall  fcarce  have  any  power  to  refufe  a  requeft  of 
yours-,  yet,  you  may  be  precipitate :  confider.  Sir. 

Honeyw,  1  own  my  rafhnefs  ;  bur,  as  I  plead  the 
caufe  of  friendftiip,  of  one  who  loves. — Don't  be 
alarmed.  Madam — Who  loves  you  with  the  moft 
ardent  paffion  \  whofe  whole  happinefs  is  placed  in 
you — 

Mifs  Rich.  I  fear,  Sir,  I  ftiall  never  find  whom, 
you  mean,  by  this  defcription  of  him. 

Honeyw.  Ah,  Madam,  it  but  too  plainly  points 
him  out  ;  tho*  he  (hould  be  too  humble  himfelf  to 
«rge  his  pretenfions,  or  you  too  modeft  to  underftand 
them. 

Mifs  Rich.  Well  \  it  would  be  affc6i:ation  any  lon- 
ger to  pretend  ignorance  •,  and,  I  will  own.  Sir,  I  have 
long  been  prejudiced  in  his  favour.  I:  was  but  na- 
tural to  vvifn  to  make  his  heart  mine,  as  he  fcem'd 
himfelf  ignorant  of  its  value. 

Honeyw.  I  fee  (he  always  lov'd  him  (afide).  I  find. 
Madam,  you'te  already  fcnfible  of  his  worth,  his 

paffion 


A     C   O   M   E   D   Y.  55 

pafilon.  How  happy  is  my  friend,  to  be  the  favou- 
rite of  one  with  fuch  fenfe  to  diftinguifli  merit,  and 
fuch  beauty  to  reward  it. 

Mifs  Rich.  Your  friend  !  Sir.  What  friend  ? 

Honeyw.  My  bed  friend — My  friend  Mr.  Lofcyj 
Madam. 

Mifs  Rich.  He,  Sir  ! 

Honeyw.  Yes,  he  Madam.  He  Is,  indeed,  what 
your  warmed  wifhes  might  have  form'd  him.  And 
to  his  other  qualities,  he  adds  that  of  the  mofc  paf- 
fionate  regard  for  you. 

Mifs  Rich.  Amazement  1 — No  more  of  this,  I  beg 
you.  Sir. 

Honeyw.  I  fee  your  confufion.  Madam,  and  know 
how  to  interpret  ic.  And  fince  I  fo  plainly  read  the 
language  of  your  heart,  (hall  I  make  my  friend 
happy,  by  communicating  your  fentiments  ? 

Mifs  Rich.  By  no  means. 

Honeyw.  Excufe  me;  I  mufl;  I  know  you  defire  it. 

Mifs  Rich.  Mr.  Honeywood,  let  me  tell  you,  that 
you  wrong  my  fentiments  and  yourfelf.  When  I  firft 
applied  to  your  friendlhip,  I  expefled  advice  and 
afliftance  ;  but  now.  Sir,  I  fee  that  it  is  vain  to  ex- 
pedl  happinefs  from  hiii),  -who  has  been  fo  bad  an 
oeconomilt  of  his  own  and  that  I  mud  difclaim  his 
friendfliip,  who  ceafes  to  be  a  friend  to  himfclf. 

lExti. 

Honeyw,  How  is  this !  fhe  has  confeflTed  (he  Jov'd 
him,  and  yet  (he  feemed  to  part  in  difpleafure.  Can 
I  have  done  any  thing  to  reproach  myfelf  with  ?  No; 
I  believe  not  yet,  after  all,  rhefe  things  (hould  not 
be  done  by  a  third  perfon  I  fhould  have  fparcd  her 
confufion.  My  friendfhip  carried  me  a  little  too  far. 

Enter  Croaker,  with  the  Letter  in  bis  Hand ^  and 

Mrs,  Croaker. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  fo,  my  dear,  it's 
your  fuprcme  wiHi  that  I  (hould  be  quite  wretched 
upon  this  occafion  ?  Ha,  ha. 

•  Crcakcr. 
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Croaker.  {Mmid'ifjg)  I  la,  hi,  ha!  and  fo  my  dear 
k's  your  luprcme  plealure  to  give  mc  no  better  con- 
folation  ? 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Pofitively,  my  dear,  what  is  this  in- 
cendiary fturf  and  trumpery  to  me?  Our  houfe  irmy 
travel  thro*  the  air  like  the  houle  ot  Loretto,  for 
ought  I  care,  If  I'm  to  be  miferable  in  it. 

Crcaker.  Would  to  Heaven  it  were  con^'erred  into 
an  houfe  of  correction  for  vour  beneSc.  Have  we 
not  every  thing  ro  alarm  us  ?  Perhaps,  this  very  mo- 
ment the  tragedy  is  beginning. 

Mrs.  Creaker,  Then  let  us  referve  our  diftrcfs  till 
the  rifmg  of  the  curtain,  or  give  them  the  money 
they  want,  and  have  done  with  them. 

Croaker.  Give  them  my  money! — And  pray,  what 
right  have  they  to  my  money  ? 

Mrs.  Croaker,  And  pray,  what  right  then  have  you 
to  my  good  humour  i 

Croaker.  And  fo  your  good  humour  advifes  mc  to 
part  with  my  money  ?  Why  then,  to  tell  your  good 
humour  a  piece  of  my  mind,  I'd  fooner  part  with 
my  wife.  Here's  Mr.  Honeywood,  fee  what  he'll 
fay  to  it.  My  dear  Honeywood,  look  at  this  incen- 
diary letter  dropped  at  my  door.  It  will  freeze  you 
with  terror  ;  and  yet  lovey  here  can  read  it — caa 
read  it,  and  laugh. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  Yes,  and  fo  will  Mr.  Honeywood. 

Croaker.  If  he  does,  I'll  fufFer  to  be  hanged  the 
next  minute  in  the  rogue's  place,  that's  all. 

Mrs.  Crcaker.  Speak,  Mr.  Honeywood  ;  is  there 
any  thing  more  foolifh  than  my  hulband's  fright  upon 
this  occafion  ? 

Hcneyw.  It  would  not  become  me  to  decide. 
Madam  ,  but  doubtlefs,  the  greatnefs  of  his  terrors 
now,  will  but  invite  them  to  renew  their  villainy 
another  time. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  I  told  you,  he'd  be  of  my  opinion. 

Croaker.  How,  Sir  !  do  you  maintain  that  I  llioukl 
lie  down  under  fuch  an  injury,  and  fiicw,  neither  by 

my 
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my  tears,  or  complaints,  that  I  have  fomething  of 
the  fpirit  of  a  man  in  me  ? 

Honeyw.  Pardon  me,  Sir.  You  ought  to  make  the 
loudeft  complaints,  if  ypu  defire  redrefs.  The  fureft 
way  to  have  redrefs,  is  to  be  earneft  in  the  purfuit 
of  it. 

Crcaker,  Ay,  whofe  opinion  is  he  of  now  ? 

Mrj.  Croaker-  But  don't  you  think  that  laughing 
off  our  fears  is  the  beft  way  ? 

Honeyw,  What  is  the  beft.  Madam,  few  can  fay  ; 
but  I'll  maintain  it  to  be  a  very  wife  way. 

Croaker.  But  we're  talking  of  the  beft.  Surely  the 
^beft  way  is  to  face  the  enemy  in  the  field,  and  not 
"wait  till  he  plunders  us  in  our  very  very  bed-cham- 
ber. 

Honeyvj,  Why,  Sir,  as  to  the  beft,  that — that's  a 
very  wife  way  too. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  But  can  any  thing  be  more  abfurd, 
than  to  double  our  diltrelles  by  our  apprehenfions, 
and  put  it  in  the  power  of  every  low  fellow,  that  can 
fcrawl  ten  words  of  wretched  fpelling,  to  torment  us? 

Honeyw,  Without  doubt,  nothing  more  abfurd. 

Croaker.  How !  would  it  not  be  more  abfurd  t© 
defpife  the  rattle  till  we  are  bit  by  the  Tnake  ? 

Honeyw.  Without  doubt,  perfediy  abfurd. 

Croaker.  Then  you  are  of  my  opinion  ^ 

Honeyw.  Entirely. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  And  you  rejed  mine  ? 

Honeyw.  Heaven's  forbid,  Madam.  No,  fure  norea- 
foning  can  be  more  juft  than  yours.  We  ought  cer- 
tainly to  defpife  malice  if  we  cannot  oppofe  it,  and 
not  make  the  incendiary's  pen  as  fatal  to  our  repofe 
as  the  highwayman's  piftol. 

Mrs.  Croaker.  O  !  then  you  think  I'm  quite  right  ? 

Honeyw.  Perfectly  right. 

Croaker.  A  plague  of  plagues,  we  can't  be  bocli 
right.  I  ought  to  be  forry,  or  I  ou^ht  to  be  glad. 
My  hat  mull  be  on  my  head,  or  my  hat  muft  be  oif. 

1  Mrs, 
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Mi's,  Croaker  Certainly,  in  two  oppofite  opinions, 
if  one  W  perfcdly  rtralonable,  the  other  can't  be  per- 
firclly  right. 

Homyzv.  And  why  may  not  both  be  right.  Madam: 
Mr.  Croaker  in  earneftly  feeking  rcdrefs,  and  you  in 
waiting  the  event  with  good  humour  ?  Pray  let  me 
fee  the  letter  again.  I  have  it.  This  letter  requires 
twenty  riuincas  to  be  left  at  the  bar  of  the  Talbot 
inn.  If  it  be  indeed  an  incendiary  letter,  what  if 
you  and  I,  Sir,  go  there;  and,  when  the  writer  comes 
to  be  paid  his  cxpefted  booty,  feize  him  P 

Croaker.  My  dear  friend  its  the  very  thing  the 
very  tiling.    While  I  walk  by  the  door,  you  fhall 
plant  yourfelf  in  ambufli  near  the  bar;  burft  out^ 
upon  the  mifcreant  like  a  mafqued  battery  ;  extort  4 
confefTion  a:  once,  and  fo  hang  him  up  by  furprife. 

Honeyw,  Yes ;  but  I  would  not  chufe  to  exercife  toq 
much  f:^verity.  It  is  my  maxim,  Sir,  that  crimes  ge- 
nerally p'-ini(h  themfelves. 

Crcaker.  Well,  but  we  may  upbraid  him  a  litde,  I 
fuppofe  ?  {Ironically.) 

Honeyw.  Ay,  but  not  punlfli  him  too  rigidly. 

Croaker,  Well,  well,  leave  that  to  my  own  bene- 
volence. 

Honeyw.  Well,  I  do:  but  remember  that  univerfal 
benevolence  is  the  firft  law  of  nature. 

[Exeunt  Honey  wood  and  Mrs.  Croaker, 

Croaker.  Yes ;  and  my  univerfal  benevolence  will 
hang  the  dog,  if  he  had  as  many  necks  as  a  hydra. 


End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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ACT    THE  FIFTH. 

Scene,    An  Inn. 
Enter  Olivia,  Jarvis. 

Vlivia.  Well,  we  have  got  fafe  to  the  inn,  how- 
ever.   Now,  if  the  poft-chaife  were  ready — 

Jarvis,  The  horfes  are  juft  finifhing  their  oats;  and, 
as  they  are  not  going  to  be  married,  they  chufe  ta 
take  their  own  time. 

Olivia,  You  are  for  ever  o-ivinc;  wrono;  motives  to 
my  iitjpaticnce. 

jFarvis.  Be  as  impatient  as  you  will,  the  horfes 
mu ft  take  their  own  time-,  befides,  you  don't  con- 
fider,  we  have  got  no  anfwer  from  our  fellow  tra- 
veller yet.  If  we  hear  nothing  from  Mr.  Lcontinc, 
we  have  only  one  way  left  us. 

Olivia.  What  way  ? 

jfarvis.  The  way  home  again. 

Olivia.  Not  fo.  I  have  made  a  refolution  to  go, 
and  nothing  (hall  induce  me  to  break  it. 

Jarvis.  Ay  refolutions  are  well  kept  when  they 
jump  with  inclination.  However,  I'll  go  halten  things 
without.  And  I'll  call  too  at  the  bar  to  fee  if  any 
thing  fliould  be  left  for  us  there.  Don't  be  in  fuch 
a  plaguy  hurry,  Madam,  and  we  (hall  go  the  failer, 
I  promife  you.  \^Exit  Jaivis, 

Enter  Landlady. 

Landlady.  What !  Solomon;  why  don't  you  move? 
Pipes  and  tobacco  for  the  Lamb  there. — Will  no 
body  anfwer?  To  the  Dolphin  ;  quick.  The  Angel 
has  been  outrageous  this  half  iiour.  Did  yourla^dy- 
fliip  call.  Madam  ? 

Olivia,  No,  Madam. 


LandL 
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Landlady,  I  find,  as  you're  for  Scotland,  Madam-— 
But,  that's  no  bufinefs  of  mine-,  married,  or  not  mar- 
ried, I  aflc  no  queftions.  To  be  fure,  we  had  a 
fwect  little  couple  fet  off  from  this  two  days  ago  for 
the  fame  place.  The  Gentleman,  for  a  taylor,  was, 
to  be  fure,  as  fine  a  fpokcn  taylor,  as  ever  blew  froth 
from  a  full  pot.  And  the  young  Lady  lb  bafhful,  it 
was  near  half  an  hour  before  we  could  get  her  to  finifh 
a  pint  of  rafberry  between  us. 

Olivia,  But  this  Gentleman  and  I  are  not  going  to 
be  married,  I  affurc  you. 

Landlady.  May  be  not.  That's  no  bufinefs  of 
mine  ;  for  certain,  Scotch  marriages  feldom  turn  out. 
Th^re  was,  of  my  own  knowledge,  Mifs  Macfag,  that 
married  her  father's  footman. — Alack-a-dav,  fhe  and 
her  hufbind  foon  parted,  and  now  keep  feparate  cel- 
lars in  Hed2:e-Lane. 

Olivia,  A  very  pretty  pidure  of  what  lies  brfore 
me.  [ti/ide. 

Enter  Leontine. 

Leont.  My  dear  Olivia,  my  anxiety  till  you  were 
out  of  danger,  v;as  too  great  to  be  refilled.  I  could 
not  help  coming  to  fee  you  fet  out,  tho'  it  expofes 
us  to  a  difcovery. 

Olivia.  May  every  thing  you  do  prove  as  fortunate. 
Indeed,  Leontine,  we  have  been  mod  cruelly  dif- 
stppointed.  Mr.  f  loneywood's  bill  upon  the  city,  has, 
it  feems  been  protefted,  and  we  have  been  utterly  at 
a  lofs  how  to  proceed. 

Lecnt,  How  !  An  offer  of  his  own  too.  Sure,  he 
could  not  mean  to  deceive  us. 

Olivia.  Dv^pendupon  his  fmcerity  ;  he  only  miftook 
the  defire  for  the  power  of  lerving  us.  But  let  us 
think  no  more  of  ic.  I  believe  the  poft-chaift;  is  ready 
by  this. 

Landlady,  Not  quite  yet :  and,  begging  your 
Ladyfhip's  pardon,  I  don't  think  your  Ladylhip  quite 
ready  for  the  poft-chaife.  The  north  road  i.s  a  cold 
place,  Madam,  I  have  a  drop  in  the  houfe  of  iis  pretty 

jafberry 
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rafterry  as  ever  was  tipr  over  tongue.  Jufl:  a  thimble 
full  CO  keep  the  wind  off  your  ftomach.  To  be  fure, 
the  laft  couple  we  had  here,  they  faid  it  was  a  perfect 
nofegay.  Ecod,  I  Tent  them  both  away  as  good  na- 
tur'd — Up  went  the  blinds,  round  went  the  wheels, 
and  drive  away  poft-boy,  was  the  word. 

Efjter  Croak ERc 

Croaker.  Well,  while  my  friend  Honeywood  is 
upon  the  poft  of  danger  at  the  bar,  it  mull:  be  mv 
bufmefs  to  have  an  eye  about  me  here.  I  think  I 
know  an  incendiary's  look  •,  for,  wherever  the  devil 
makes  a  purchale,  he  never  fails  to  fet  his  mark.  Ha! 
•who  have  we  here  ?  My  Ion  and  daughter!  What 
can  they  be  doing  here  ! 

Landlady.  I  tell  you,  Madam,  it  will  do  you  good  \ 
I  think  I  know  by  this  time  what's  good  for  the  nortli 
road.    It's  a  raw  night.  Madam. — Sir — 

Leont,  Not  a  drop  more,  good  Madam.  I  Ihould 
now  take  it  as  a  greater  favour,  if  you  haften  the 
horfes,  for  I  am  afraid  to  be  feen  mvfelf. 

Landlady,  That  fhall  be  done.  Wha,  Solomon  ! 
are  you  all  dead  there  ?    Wha,  Solomon,  I  fay. 

[^Exit  Bawling^ 

Olivia,  Well;  I  dread,  left  an  expedition  begun 
in  fear,  fliould  end  in  repentance. — Every  moment 
we  ftay  increafes  our  danger,  and  adds  to  my  apprc- 
henfions. 

Leont.  There's  no  danger,  truft  me,  my  dear-,  there 
can  be  none:  if  Eloncywood  has  a6led  with  honour, 
and  kept  my  father,  as  he  promifed,  in  employment 
till  we  are  out  of  danger,  nothing  can  interrupt  our 
journey. 

Olivia.  I  have  no  doubt  of  Mr.  Honeywood's  fin- 
cerity,  and  even  his  defires  to  fcrve  us.  My  feara 
are  from  your  fatiicr*s  fufpicions.  A  mind  lb  difpof- 
ed  to  be  alarmed  without  a  caure,will  be  but  too  ready 
when  there's  a  reafon. 

Leont.  Why,  let  him,  when  wc  are  out  of  his 
power.    But,  believe  me,  Olivia,  you  have  no  great 
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reafon  to  dread  his  refentment.  His  repining  tern^ 
per,  as  it  does  no  manner  of  injury  to  himlelf,  fo  will 
it  never  do  harm  to  others.  He  only  frets  to  keep 
himfelf  employed,  and  fcolds  for  his  private  amufe- 
ment. 

Olivia.  I  don't  know  that ;  but,  I'm  fure,  on  fomc 
occafions,  it  makes  him  look  moft  fhockingly. 

Croaker.  [Difcovering  himfelf )  How  does  he  look 
now  ? — Plow  does  he  look  now  ? 

Olivia.  Ah  ! 

Leont.  Undone. 

Croaker.  How  do  I  look  now  ?  Sir,  I  am  your  very 
humble  fervant.  Madam,  I  am  your's.  What,  you  are 
going  off,  are  you  ?  Then,  firft,  if  you  pleafe,  take  a 
word  or  two  from  me  with  you  before  you  go.  Tell 
me  firft  where  you  are  going  ?  and  when  you  have 
told  me  that,  perhaps,  I  fhall  know  as  little  as  I 
did  before. 

Leont.  If  that  be  To,  our  anfwer  might  but  increafc 
your  difpleafure,  without  adding  to  your  information. 

Croaker.  I  want  no  information  from  you,  puppy  : 
and  you  too,  good  Madam,  v^hat  anfwer  have  you 
got  ?  Eh  {a  cry  without^  flop  him).  I  think  I  heard  a 
noife.  My  friend,  Honeywood,  without — has  he 
feized  the  incendiary  ?  Ah,  no,  for  now  I  hear  no 
more  on'c. 

Leont.  Honeywood,  without!  Then,  Sir,  it  was 
Mr.  Honeywood  that  direded  you  hither. 

Croaker.  No,  Sir,  it  was  Mr.  Honeywood  conduc- 
ed me  hither. 

Leont.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Croaker.  Poffible  !  Why,  he's  in  the  houfe  now,  Sir. 
More  anxious  about  me,  than  my  own  fon,  Sir. 

Leont.  Then,  Sir,  he's  a  villian. 

Croaker,  How,  firrah!  a  viilian,  becaufe  he  takes 
moft  care  of  your  father?  I'll  not  bear  it.  I  tell 
you  I'll  not  bear  it.  Honeywood  is  a  friend  to  the 
lamily,  and  I'll  have  him  treated  as  fuch. 

Lemit.  I  fhall  ftudy  to  repay  his  friendfliip  as  it 
,delervcs. 

Croaker. 
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Croaker.  Ah,  rogue,  if  you  knew  how  earnellly 
he  entered  into  my  griefs,  and  pointed  out  the  means 
to  deted:!:  them,  you  would  love  him  as  I  do.  {A  cry 
mtrhoiit ft&p  him)  Fire  and  fury!  they  have  feized  the 
incendiary :  they  have  the  villian,  the  incendiary  in 
view.  Stop  him,  Hop  an  incendiary,  a  murderer; 
ftop  him.  [Exit, 

Olivia.  Oh,  my  terrors !  What  can  this  new  tu- 
muk  mean  ? 

Leont.  Some  new  mark,  I  fuppofe,  of  Mr  Honey- 
wood's  fmcerity.  But  we  (hall  have  fatisfadlion  :  he 
fhall  give  me  inftant  fatisfaftion. 

Olivia,  It  muft  not  be,  my  Leontine,  if  yoa  value 
iny  cfteem,  or  my  happinefs.  Whatever  be  our  fate, 
let  us  not  add  guilt  toour  misfortunes — Conlider  that 
our  innocence  will  (hortly  be  all  we  have  left  us.  You 
muft  forgive  him. 

Leont.  Forgive  him  !  Has  he  not  in  every  inftancc 
betrayed  us  ?  Forced  me  to  borrow  money  from 
him,  which  appears  a  mere  trick  to  delay  us  :  pro- 
mifed  to  keep  my  father  engaged  till  we  were  out  of 
danger,  and  here  brought  him  to  the  very  fcene  of 
our  cfcapc? 

Olivia.  Don't  be  precipitate.  We  may  yet  be 
miftaken. 

Enter  Postboy,  dragging  in  Jar  vis :  Honey  wood 

entering  foon  after. 

Pcjlhoy.  Ay,  mafter,  we  have  him  fad  enough. 
Here  is  the  incendiary  dog.  I'm  entitled  to  the  re- 
ward; I'll  take  my  oath  I  faw  him  afk  for  the  money 
at  the  bar,  and  then  run  for  it. 

Honeyw,  Come,  bring  him  along.  Let  us  fee  him. 
Let  him  learn  to  blulh  for  his  crimes.  {Difcovering 
his  mi/lake).  Death  !  wliat's  here !  Jarvis,  Leoncinc, 
Olivia  !  What  can  all  this  mean  ? 

Jarvis.  Why,  I'll  tell  you  what  it  means  :  that  I 
was  an  old  fool,  and  that  you  arc  my  mafter — that's 
^11. 

lloneyw,  ConfuHon, 

.  *  Leant, 
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Leont.  Yes,  Sir,  I  find  you  have  kept  your  word 
with  me.  Afcer  fuch  bafenels,  I  wonder  how  you 
can  venture  to  ice  the  man  you  have  injured. 

Honey-w.  My  deac  Leontine,  by  my  life,  my  ho- 
nour— 

Leont.  Peace,  peace,  for  fhame ;  and  do  not  con- 
tinue to  aggravate  bafjnefs  by  hypocrify.  I  know 
you  Sir,  I  know  you. 

Honey w.  Why,  wont  you  hear  me !  By  all  that's 
jufl:,  I  knew  not — 

Leont.  Hear  you,  Sir !  to  what  purpofe  ?  I  now  fee 
through  all  your  low  arts;  your  ever  complymg  with 
every  opinion;  your  never  refufing  any  requeft; 
your  friendfhip  as  common  as  a  proilitute's  favours,, 
and  as  fallacious ;  all  thefe,  Sir,  have  long  been  con- 
temptible to  the  world,  and  are  now  perteclly  fo  ta 
me. 

Honeyw.  Ha !  contemptible  to  the  world  !  That 
reaches  me.  {Afide.) 

Leont.  All  the  feeming  fincerity  of  your  profeflions 
I  now  find  were  only  allurements  to  betray  *,  and  all 
your  feeming  regret  for  their  confequences,  only  caK 
culated  to  cover  the  cowardice  of  your  heart.  Draw,, 
villain  \ 

Enter  Croaker  out  of  Breath. 

Croaker,  Where  is  the  villain  }  Where  is  the  in« 
cendiary  ?  (feizing  the  poft-bcy.)  Hold  him  faft,  the 
dog;  he  has  the  gallows  in  his  face.  Come,  you 
dog,  confefs ;  confefs  all,  and  hang  yourfelf. 

P oft- Boy.  Zounds!  Mafter,  what  do  you  throttle 
me  for  ? 

Croaker.  {Beating  him.)  Dog,  do  you  refift;  do 
you  refill  ? 

Poft'Boy.  Zounds!  Mafter,  Tm  not  he-,  there's 
the  man  that  we  thought  was  the  rogue,  and  turns 
cut  to  be  one  of  the  company. 

Croaker.  How  ! 

Honey  w » . 
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Hcneyiv,  Mr.  Croaker,  we  have  all  been  under  a 
ftraRge  miftake  here;  I  find  there  is  nobody  guilty^ 
it  was  all  an  error  ;  entirely  an  error  of  our  own. 

Croaker.  And  I  lay,  Sir,  that  youVe  in  an  error; 
for  there's  guilt  and  double  guilt,  a  plot,  a  damn  d 
jefuitical  peltilencial  plot,  and  I  mufl:  have  proof  of 
it. 

Ihneyw.  Do  but  hear  me. 

Croaker,  What,  you  intend  to  bring'em  off,  I  fup- 
pofe  ;  I'll  hear  notiiing. 

Uoneyw.  Madam,  you  fecEi  at  leaib  calm  enough 
to  hear  reafon. 

Olivia.  Excufe  me. 

Honcyw.  Good  Jarvis,  let  me  then  explain  ic  to 
you. 

Jarvis.  What  fignifies  explanations,  when  the 
thing  is  done  ? 

Honeyiv,  Will  nobody  hear  me  ?  W^as  there  ever 
fuch  a  fet,  lb  blinded  by  paillon  and  prejudice  !  {To 
the  Poft-Bcy.)  My  good  friend,  I  believe  you'll  be 
lurprized  when  I  alTure  you  

Poft-Boy,  Sure  me  nothing— I'm  fure  of  nothing 
but  a  good  beating. 

Croaker.  Come  then,  you,  Madam,  if  vou  ever  hr.pe 
for  any  favour  or  forgivenefs,  tell  me  fincerely  all 
you  know  of  this  affair. 

Olivia,  Unhappily,  Sir,  I'm  but  too  much  the 
caufe  of  your  lufpicions  :  vou  fee  before  you.  Sir, 
one  that  with  fa'ife  pr-etences  has  ftept  into  your  fa- 
mily to  betray  it :  not  your  dau^^hter — 

Croaker,  Not  my  daughter  ! 

Olivia,  Not  your  daughter — but  a  me^n  deceiver 
— who — fupport  me,  I  cannot — 

Honeyw,  Help,  flic's  going,  give  her  air. 

Croaker,  Ay,  ay,  take  the  young  woman  to  the 
air:  I  would  not  hurt  a  hair  of  herheitl,  whole  ever 
daughter  Ihc  may  be^ — not  fo  bad  as  that  neither. 

[Exeunt  a! I  hut  Crojker. 

Crcaker.  Yes,  yes,  all's  out  •,  I  now  fee  the  whole 
^fflur  :  my  Ibn  is  either  marr  ed,  or  ^oing  to  be  ib, 
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to  this  lady,  whom  he  impofed  upon  me  as  his  fifter. 
Ay,  certainly  lb  ;  and  yci  I  don't  find  it  afflids  me 
fo  much  as  one  might  think.  1  here's  the  advantage 
of  fretting  away  our  misfortunes  beforehand,  we 
never  feel  them  when  they  come. 

Enter  Mifs  Richland  and  Sir  William. 

Sir  Will.  But  how  do  you  know,  Madam,  that  my 
nephew  intends  fettin^  off  from  this  place  ? 

Mifs  Rich.  My  maid  aflTured  me  he  was  come  to 
this  inn,  and  my  own  knowledge  of  his  intending  to 
leave  the  kingdom,  fuggefted  the  reft.  But  what  do 
I  fee,  my  guardian  here  before  us  !  Who,  my  dear 
Sir,  could  have  expedted  meeting  you  here  ;  to  v\(hac 
accident  do  we  owe  this  pieafure  ? 

Croaker,  To  a  fool,  I  believe. 

Mifs  Rich.  But  to  what  purpofe  did  you  come  ? 

Croaker,  To  play  the  fool. 

Mifs  Rich,  But  with  whom  ? 

Croaker.  With  greater  fools  than  myfelf. 

Mifs  Rich.  Explain. 

Crocker,  Why,  Mr.  Honey  wood  brought  me  here, 
to  do  nothing  now  I  am  here  \  and  my  Ion  is  going 
to  be  married  to  I  don't  know  who  that  is  here  5  fo 
now  you  are  as  wife  as  I  am. 

Mifs  Rich.  Married  !  to  whom.  Sir  ? 

Croaker,  To  Olivia  ;  my  daughter,  as  I  took  her 
to  be  i  but  who  the  devil  fhe  is,  or  whofe  daughter 
(he  is,  I  know  no  more  than  the  man  in  the  moon. 

Sir  Will.  Then,  Sir,  I  can  inform  you  \  and,tho'  a 
ftranger,  yet  you  (hall  find  me  a  friend  to  your  fa- 
mily :  it  will  be  enough  at  prefent,  to  affure  you,  that, 
both  in  point  of  birth  and  fortune,  the  young  lady 
is  at  leaft  your  fon's  equal.  Being  left  by  her  father. 
Sir  James  Woodville — 

Croaker.  Sir  James  Woodville !  What,  of  the  Weft? 

Sir  Will.  Being  left  by  him,  I  fay,  to  the  care  of 
a  mercenaiy  wretch,  whofe  only  aim  was  to  fecure 
her  fortune  to  himfelf,  (he  was  fent  into  France, 
under  pretence  of  education  i  and  there  every  art 
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^as  tried  to  fix  her  fdr  life  in  a  convent,  contrary  to 
her  inclinations.  Of  this  I  was  informed  upon  my 
arrival  at  Paris ;  and,  as  I  had  been  once  her  father's 
friend,  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  fruftrate  her  guardi- 
an's bafe  intentions.  I  had  even  meditated  to  refcue 
her  from  his  authority,  when  your  fon  ftept  in  with 
more  pleafing  violence,  gave  her  liberty,  and  you  a 
daughter. 

Croaker.  But  I  intend  to  have  a  daughter  of  my 
own  chufing,  Sir.  A  ycung  lady.  Sir,  whofe  for- 
tune, by  my  intereft  with  thofe  that  have  intcrefi-, 
will  be  double  what  my  fon  has  a  right  to  expect. 
Do  you  know  Mr.  Lofty,  Sir 

SirWilL  Yes,  Sir-,  and  know  that  you  are  de- 
ceived in  him.  But  ftep  this  way,  and  I'll  convince 
you.  [Croaker  and  Sir  William  feem  to  confer. 

Enter  Honeywood. 

Honeyw,  Obftinate  man,  ftill  to  perfiil  in  his  out- 
rage !  Infulted  by  him,  defpis'd  by  all,  I  now  be- 
gin to  grow  contemptible,  even  to  myfelf.  How 
have  I  funk  by  too  great  an  alTiduity  to  pleafe  !  How 
have  I  overtaxed  all  my  abilities,  left  the  approbation 
of  a  fingle  fool  (hould  efcape  me !  But  all  is  now 
over  5  I  have  furvived  my  reputation,  my  fortune, 
my  fricndlhips,  and  nothing  remains  henceforward 
for  me  but  folitude  and  repentance. 

Mifs  Rich,  Is  it  true,  Mr.  Honeywood,  that  you 
are  fettingoff,  without  taking  leave  of  your  friends  ? 
The  report  is,  that  you  are  quitting  England.  Can 
it  be  ? 

Honeyw.  Yes,  Madam-,  and  tho' I  am  fo  unhappy 
as  to  have  fallen  under  your  difpleafure,  yet,  ihanJc 
Heaven,  I  leave  you  to  happinefs  ;  to  one  who  loves 
you,  and  defcrvcs  your  love  -,  to  one  who  has  powefr 
to  procure  you  affluence,  and  gencrofity  to  improve 
your  enjoyment  of  it. 

Mifs  Rich,  And  are  you  fure.  Sir,  that  the  gentle-^ 
man  you  mean  is  what  you  ddcribehim  ? 
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Hofieyw,  I  have  the  beft  afifurances  of  it,  his  ferving 
me.  He  does  indeed  dcfcrve  the  highcft  happinefs, 
and  that  is  in  your  power  to  confer.  As  fur  me, 
weak  and  wavering  as  I  have  been,  obliged  by  all, 
and  incapable  of  icrving  any,  wh;;t  happinefs  can  I 
fi-nd  but  in  folkude  ?  What  hope  but  in  being  for- 
gotten ? 

Alifs  Rich.  A  thoufand  !  to  live  among  friends 
that  eftcem  yoi>,  whofe  happinefs  it  will  be  to  be 
permitted  to  oblige  yqu', 

Honcyiv.  No,  Madam  •,  my  refolution  is  fix'd.  In- 
feriority among  itrangers  is  eafy  ;  but  am.ong  thofe 
that  once  were  equals,  infupportable.  Nay,  to  (hew 
you  how  far  my  refolution  can  go,  I  can  now  fpeak 
with  calmnefs  of  my  form.er  follies,  my  vanity,  my 
difiipation,  my  weaknefs.  1  wilj  even  confels, 
that,  among  the  number  of  my  other  prefumptions, 
1  hacl  the  infoleiice  to  think  of  loving  you.  Yes, 
Madam,  while  I  was  pleading  the  pafT.on  of  another, 
my  heart  was-  tortur'd  with  its  own.  Bu:  it  is  over,  K 
w  as  unwortliy  our  friendlhip,  and  let  it  be  forgotten. 

A'lifi  Rich.  You  am2.2e  n^e  !- 

Hcneyw.  But  you'ii  forgive  it,  I'  knov/  you  will ; 
fince  the  ccnfefilon  (hcuid  nor  have  come  from  me 
even  now,  but  to  convince  you  of  the  fincerity  of  my 
^intention  of — never  wientioning  it  more.  [GotTig, 

M/fs  Rich.  Stay,  Sir,  one  miOment — Ha  !  he  here — 

Efiter  Lofty. 

Lofty.     the  coaft  clear  r  None  but  friends.   I  have 
followed  you  here  with  a  triflingpicce  of  intelligence: 
but  it  goes  no  fartlier,  things  are  not  yet  ripe  for  a 
.  difcovery.    I  have  fpirits  working  at  a  certain  board ; 
your  affair  at  the  Treafury  will  be  done  in  lefs  than — 
:a  thoufand  years.  Mum! 

Mifs  Rich.  Sooner,  Sir,  I  fhould  hope. 
Loft'\  Why,  vcs,  I  believe  it  mav,  ifitfallsinro 
■  proper  h^nds,  that  know  where  to  pulh  and  where  to 
parry  j  thac  know  how  the  land  lies — eh,  Koney  wood. 
Mifs  RJ.ch.  It  is  fallen  into  yours. 
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Lofty.  Well,  to  keep  yoa  no  longer  in  fufpenfe, 
your  thing  is  done.  It  is  done,  I  fay — that's  all.  I 
havejufl:  had  aflurances  from  Lord  Neverout,  thac 
the  claim  has  been  examined,  and  found  admiflible.- 
Quietiis  IS  the  word,  Madani. 

Honey But  how  1  his  Lordfnip  has  been  at  New- 
market thefe  ten  days. 

Lofty .  Indeed  !  Then  Sir  Gilbert  Goofe  mufl  have 
been  moft  damnably  miftaken.    I  had  it  of  him. 

Mifs  Rich.  He !  v;hy  Sir  Gilbert  and  his  family 
have  been  in  the  country  this  month. 

Lof:y.  This  month  !  It  muft  certainly  be  fc — Sir 
Gilb^rrt's  letter  did  come  to  me  from  Newmarket, 
fo  that  he  muft  have  met  his  Lordfhip  there  •,  and  fo 
it  came  about.  I  have  his  letter  about  me,  I  '11  read 
it  to  you.  {Taking  out  a  large  bundle.)  That's  from 
Paoli  of  Corfica,  that  from  the  Marquis  of  Squi- 
lachi. — Have  you  a  mind  to  fee  a  letter  from  Count 

Poniatowfki,  now  King  of  Poland — Honeft  Pon  

\Starchmg, 

O,  Sir,  what  are  you  here  too }  I'll  tell  you  what, 
honeft  friend,  if  you  have  not  abfolutely  delivered 
my  letter  to  Sir  William  Honeywood,  you  may  re*- 
turn  it.    The  thing  will  do  without  him. 

Sir  IVil.  Sir,  I  have  delivered  it,  and  muft  Inform 
you,  it  was  received  with  the  moft  morcifying  con- 
tempt. 

Croaker.  Contempt !  Mr.  Lofty,  what  can  thac 
mean  } 

Lofty.  Let  him  go  on,  let  him  go  on,  I  fay.  You'll 
find  it  come  to  fomerhing  prefently. 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  Sir,  1  oelieve  you'll  be  amazed,  if, 
after  waiting  lometinie  in  the  anti-chamber,  afrer 
bcmg  furveyed  with  inibjent  curiofity  by  thepafTing 
fcrvants,  I  was  at  hft  alfurcd,  tijat  S  r  William 
Honeywood  knew  no  fuch  perfon,  and  I  muft  cer- 
tamly  have  been  impofed  upon. 

Lofy.  GooJ  ;  let  me  die,  very  good.  Hi !  ha  '  ha! 

Croaker.  iNow,  for  my  life,  I  can't  find  out  .ialf 
the  ^oodnefs  of  it. 
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Lofty.  You  can't.  Ha  !  ha ! 

Croaker,  No,  for  the  foul  of  me  ;  I  think  it  was  as 
confounded  a  bad  anfwer,  as  ever  was  fent  from  one 
private  gentleman  to  another. 

Lofty.  And  fo  you  can't  find  out  the  force  of  the 
meffage  ?  Why  I  was  in  the  houfe  at  that  very  time. 
Ha!  ha!  It  was  I  chat  fent  that  very  anfwer  to  my 
own  letter.    Ha  !  ha  ! 

Croaker.  Indeed  !    How  I  wliv  ! 

Lefty.  In  one  word,  things  between  Sir  William 
and  me  mud  be  behind  the  curtain.  A  party  has 
many  eyes.  He  fides  with  Lord  Buzzard,  I  fide  with 
Sir  Gilbert  Goofe.    So  that  unriddles  the  myftery. 

Crcaker.  And  fo  it  does  indeed,  and  all  my  fufpi- 
cions  are  over. 

Lofty.  Your  fufpicions  !  What  then  you  have  been 
fufpe(5ling,  you  have  been  fufpe6ting,  have  you  ? 
Mr.  Croaker,  you  and  I  were  friends,  weare  friends 
no  longer.  Never  talk  to  me.  It's  over-,  I  fay,  it's  over. 

Croaker.  As  I  hope  for  your  favour,  1  did  not  mean 
to  offend.    It  efcaped  me.    Don't  be  difcompofed. 

Lofty.  Zounds,  Sir,  but  I  am  difcompofed,  and 
•will  be  difcompoled.  To  be  treated  thus !  Who  am 
I !  Was  it  for  this  I  have  been  dreaded  both  by  inns 
and  outs  !  Have  I  been  libelled  in  the  Gazetteer,  and 
praifed  in  the  Sr.  James's  •,  have  I  been  chaired  at 
Wild.man's,  and  a  fpeaker  at  Merchant  Taylor's 
Hall  \  have  I  had  my  haiid  to  addrefles,  and  my  head 
in  the  print-fhops,  and  talk  to  me  of  fufpedls ! 

Crcaker.  My  dear  Sir,  be  pacified.  What  can  you 
have  but  afking  pardon  ^ 

Lofty.  Sir,  I  will  not  be  pacified — Sufpe^s  !  Who 
ami!  Tobeufed  thus,  have  I  paid  court  to  men 
in  favour  to  ferve  my  friends,  the  Lords  of  the 
Treafury,  Sir  W^illiam  Honeywood,  and  the  reft  of 
the  gang,  and  talk  to  me  of  fufpeds  I  Who  am  I, 
I  fay,  who  am  I  ! 

Sir  Will.  Since,  Sir,  you're  fo  prefTing  for  an  an- 
fwer, ril  tell  you  who  you  are.  A  gentleman,  as 
well  acquainted  with  politics,  as  with  men  in  pgwer: 
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as  well  acquainted  with  perfons  of  fafhion,  as  with 
modcu  y  with  Lords  of  the  Treafury,  as  with  truth ; 
and  with  all,  as  you  are  with  Sir  William  Honey  wood, 
I  am  Sir  William  Honey  wood. 

[Difcovering  bis  enfigns  of  the  Batbm 

Croaker,  Sir  William  Honeywood  ! 

Honeyw,  Aftonifhm.ent^  my  uncle  !  [Afide. 

Lofty.  So  then  my  confounded  geaius  has  been  all 
this  time  only  leading  me  up  to  the  garret,  in  order 
to  fling  me  out  of  the  window. 

Croaker.  What,  Mr.  Importance,  and  are  thefe 
your  works  ?  Sufpecl  you !  You  who  have  been 
dreaded  by  the  inns  and  outs  :  youwho  have  had  your 
hand  to  addrefies,  and  your  head  ftuck  up  in  print- 
fliops.  If  your  were  ferved  right,  you  fliould  have 
your  head  ftuck  up  in  the  pillory. 

Lofty'  Ay,  ftick  it  where  you  will,  for,  by  the 
Lord,  it  cuts  but  a  very  poor  figure  where  it  llicks  at 
prefenr. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  Mr.  Croaker,  I  hope  you  now  fee 
how  incapable  this  gentleman  is  of  i'erving  you,  and 
how  little  Mifs  Richland  has  to  expert  from  his  in- 
fluence. 

Croaker.  Ay,  Sir,  too  well  I  fee  it,  and  I  can*t 
but  fay  I  have  had  fome  boding  of  it  thefe  ten  days. 
So  I'rn  refolved,  fince  my  Ton  has  placed  his  afi'edi- 
ons  Qn  a  lady  of  moderate  fortune,  to  be  fatisfied 
v.'ith  his  choice,  and  not  run  the  hazard  of  another 
Mr.  Lofty,  in  helping  him  to  a  better. 

Sir  Will,  I  approve  your  refolution,  and  here  they 
come,  to  receive  a  confirmation  of  your  pardon  and 
con  fen  r, 

Ertler  Mrs.  Croaker,  Jarvis,  Leontine,  Olivia. 

Mrs. Croaker.  Where's  my  hufband  !  Come,  come, 
lovey,  you  muft  forgive  them.  Jarvis  here  has  been 
to  tell  me  the  whole  affair  ;  and,  I  lay,  you  muft 
forgive  them.  Our  own  was  a  Holen  match,  you 
know,  my  dear  ;  and  we  never  had  any  rcafon  to 
fcpcntof  it. 

Croaker. 
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Croaker.  I  wifh  we  could  both  fay  fo  :  however, 
this  gentleman.  Sir  William  Tioneywood,  has  been 
beforeliand  with  you,  in  obtaining  their  pardon.  So, 
if  the  two  poor  fools  have  a  mind  to  nnarry,  I  think, 
we  can  tacU  them  together  without  crofTing  the  Tweed 
for  it.  [Joining  their  kaitds. 

Leant,  How  bleft,  and  unexpected !  What,  what 
can  we  fay  to  fuch  goodnefs !  But  our  fuiure  obedi- 
ence (hall  be  the  belt  reply.  And,  as  for  this  gentle- 
man, towliomweowe  

Sir  Will.  Excufi  me.  Sir,  if  I  interrupt  your  thanks, 
as  I  have  here  an  intereft  that  calls  mc.  {'Turning  to 
Honey\Jiood.)  Yes,  Sir,  you  are  furprifed  to  fee  me; 
and  I  own  that  a  defire  of  correcting  your  follies  led 
mehitht:r,  Ifaw,  with  indignation,  the  errors  of  a 
mind  that  only  fought  applauk  from  others;  that 
eaGnefs  of  dilpofinon,  which,  tho'  inclin'd  to  the 
r'ighr,  had  not  courage  to  condemn  the  wrong.  I 
faw  with  regret  thofe  Iplendid  errors,  that  Hill  took 
name  from  fome  neighbouring  duty.  Your  charity, 
that  was  but  injoflice  ;  your  benevolence,  that  was  but 
weakneJs  ;  and  your  fnendfhip  but  credulity.  I  faw, 
with  regret,  great  talents  and  exteniive  learning,  only 
employed  to  add  fprighrlinefs  to  error,  and  encrcafe 
your  perplexities.  I  fav;  your  mind  with  a  thoufand 
natural  charms :  but  the  greatnels  of  its  beauty  ferved 
only  to  heighten  my  piry  for  its  proftirution. 

Honeyxv.  Ceafe  to  upbraid  me.  Sir;  I  have  for  fome 
time  but  tooiijongly  felt  the  juftice  ofyour  reproaches. 
But  there  is  one  way  (liii  lett  me.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have 
determined,  tins  ve.^y  bour^  to  quit  forever  a  place 
where  I  have  made  myfclf  the  voluntary  flave  of  all  ; 
and  to  leek  among  ftrangcrs  that  fortitULle  which  may 
give  ftrength  to  the  mind,  and  marfhal  all  its  difliparcd 
virtues.  Yet,  ere  I  depart,  permit  me  to  foficit  fa- 
vour for  this  gentleman;  who,  notwithftanding  what 
has  happened,  has  laid  me  under  the  maft  f:gnai  obli- 
gations.   Mr.  Lofty — 

LOjU'y.  Mr.  Honeywood,  I'm  refplv'd  upon  a  re- 
formauon,  as  v;eli  as  you.    I  now  begin  to  find,  that 

the 
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the  man  who  firll  invented  the  arc  of  fpeaking  truth 
was  a  much  cunninger  fellow  than  I  thought  him. 
And  to  prove  that  I  defign  to  fpeak  truth  for  the  fu- 
ture, I  muft  now  affurc  you,  that  you  owe  your  late 
enlargement  to  another  ;  as,  upon  my  foul,  I  had  no 
hand  in  the  matter.  So  now,  if  any  of  the  company- 
has  a  mind  for  preferment,  he  may  take  my  place. 
I'm  determined  torefign.  [ExU. 

Honeyw.  How  have  I  been  deceived  ! 

Sir  Will,  No,  Sir,  you  have  been  obliged  to  a 
kinder,  fairer  friend  for  that  favour.  To  Mifs  Rich- 
land. Would  fhe  complete  our  joy,  and  make  the 
man  Ihe  has  honoured  by  her  friendftiip  happy  in  her 
love,  I  fhould  then  forget  all,  and  be  as  bleft  as  the 
welfare  of  my  deareft  kinfman  can  make  me. 

Mifs  Rich,  After  what  is  pad,  it  would  be  but 
affedlation  to  pretend  to  indifference.  Yes,  I  will 
own  an  attachment,  which,  I  find,  was  more  than 
friendlhip.  And  if  my  intreaties  cannot  alter  hi» 
refolution  to  quit  the  country  I  will  even  try,  if 
my  hand  has  not  power  to  detain  him. 

[Givijtg  her  hand. 

Honeyw,  Heavens  !  how  can  I  have  deferved  all 
this  ?  How  exprefs  my  happinefs,  my  gratitude  ! 
A  moment,  like  this,  over-pays  an  age  of  apprehen- 
fion. 

Croaker.  Well,  now  I  fee  content  in  every  face ;  ^ 
but  Heaven  fend  we  be  ail  better  this  day  three 
months. 

iSYr  Will,  Henceforth,  nephew,  learn  to  refpe<51: 
yourfclf.  He  who  feeks  only  for  applaufe  from 
without,  has  all  his  happinefs  in  another's  keep- 
ing- 

Honeyw.  Yes,  Sir,  I  now  too  plainly  perceive  my 
errors.  My  vanity,  in  artcmpcing  to  pleafe  all,  by 
fearing  to  offend  any.    My  mcanncTs  in  approving 

L  full)', 
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folly,  left  fools  (hould  dlfapprove.  Henceforth,  there- 
fore, it  fhall  be  my  ftudy  to  refervc  my  pity  for  real 
diftrefs  •,  my  friendlhip  for  true  merit,  and  my  love 
for  her,  who  firft  taught  me  what  it  is  to  be  happy. 


E  P  I 


EP    I   LOG  UE*, 


spoken  by 
Mrs.     B  U  L   K  L  E  Y. 

AS  puffing  quacks  fome  caitiff  wretch  procure 
To  fwear  the  pill,  or  drop,  has  wrought  a  cure  j 
Thus  on  the  ftage,  our  play-wrights  llill  depend 
For  Epilogues  and  Prologues  on  Ibme  friend. 
Who  knows  each  art  of  coaxing  up  tlie  town. 
And  make  full  many  a  bitter  pill  go  down. 
Confcious  of  this,  our  bard  has  gone  about,  ' 
And  teaz'd  each  rhyming  friend  to  help  him  out. 
An  Epilogue,  things  can't  go  on  without  it 
It  cou'd  not  fail,  wou'd  you  but  fet  about  it. 
Young  man,  cries  one  (a  bard  laid  up  in  clover") 
Alas,  young  man,  my  writing  days  are  over  *, 
Let  boys  play  tricks,  and  kick  the  fhraw,  not  I ; 
Your  brother  Dodlor  there,  perhaps,  may  try. 
What  I  !  dear  Sir,  the  Do6lor  interpofes  ; 
What,  plant  my  thiftle.  Sir,  among  his  rofes  ! 
No,  no,  I've  other  contefts  to  maintain ; 
To-night  I  head  our  troops  at  Warwick- Lane. 
Go,  afk  your  manager — Who,  me!  Your  pardon  ; 
Thofe  things  are  not  our  fort  at  Covent- Garden. 
Our  author's  friends,  thus  plac'd  at  happy  diftance^ 
Give  him  good  words  indeed,  but  no  affiftance. 
As  fome  unhappy  wight,  at  ibme  new  play, 
At  the  Pit  door  ftands  elbowing  away. 
While  oft,  with  many  a  fmile,  and  many  a  flirug. 
He  eyes  the  centre,  where  his  friends  fit  fnug, 

•  The  Author,  in  expeflation  of  an  Epilogue  from  a  Fnen4 
at  Oxford,  deferred  writing  one  himfelf  till  the  very  laft  hour. 
What  i?  here  oficred,  owes  all  its  futcefs  to  the  graceful  manner 
of  the  A^refs  who  fpokc  it. 

His 
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His  fimpering  friends,  with  pleafure  in  their  eyes. 
Sink  as  he  finksr,  and  as  he  rifes  rife  : 
He  nods,  they  nod    he  cringes,  they  grimace  ; 
But  not  a  foul  will  budge  to  give  hirp  place. 
Sinee  then,  unlielp'd,  our  bard  muft  now  conform 
To  'bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilefs  ftorm. 
Blame, where  you  muft,  be  candid  where  you  can. 
And  view  witn  favour,  the  Good-i;iatur'4 
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